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INTRODUCTION 


When  Harriet  Chapell  Newcomb  came  last  June  to  the  fiftieth  anni¬ 
versary  reunion  of  her  class  at  Abbot  Academy,  she  brought  with  her 
the  “ Journal”  she  had  kept  during  her  'three  years  in  Andover.  The 
Loyalty  Endowment  Fund  Committee,  recognizing  the  value  of  this 
day-by-day  story  of  the  school  life,  secured  the  privilege  of  publishing 
a  large  part  of  the  book  for  the  benefit  of  the  centennial  fund. 

With  the  co-opera'tion  of  Mrs.  Newcomb’s  daughter,  Miss  Ruth  W. 
Newcomb  (A.  A.  1910),  who  made  tracings  of  the  pen  and  ink  sketches 
in  the  journal,  and  of  many  alumnae  of  the  seventies  and  eighties,  who 
contributed  toward  the  expense  of  publication,  we  have  brought  out 
these  annals  of  Abbot  Academy  in  the  middle  period  of  its  first  hundred 
years. 


Flora  L.  Mason,  Editor , 

( Chairman  L.  E.  F.  Committee ) 


Taunton,  Massachusetts, 
April  18,  1927. 


Abbot  Academy  in  the  Seventies 


THE  JOURNAL 

OF  AN  ABBOT  ACADEMY  GIRL 


Andover,  Mass.,  January  1,  1874. 

I  have  been  here  four  months  at  school  and  am  now  going  to  begin 
a  school  journal ;  for  I  know  I  shall  like  by  and  by  to  have  a  record  of 
these  gay  days  here  at  old  Abbot  Academy. 

I  came  to  South  Hall  at  first,  and  have  decided  to  stay  here  until 
Spring  at  least,  for  we  manage  to  have  pretty  lively  times  among  our¬ 
selves,  if  we  are  few  in  number.  If  we  did  go  over  to  Smith  Hall  we 
could  not  have  much  fun  unless  we  went  with  the  girls  who  flirt  so  with 
the  Phillipians,  and  that  I  for  one  will  not  do.  For  when  I  came  away 
to  school  T  promised  myself  that  I  would  do  nothing  to  make  my  Father 
and  Mother  ashamed  of  their  oldest  daughter. 

Of  course  I  shall  speak  very  often  about  the  girls  here,  so  I  might 
as  well  begin  by  telling  a  little  about  those  with  whom  I  am  most  in¬ 
timate.  First  is  my  blessed  room-mate,  Marne  Green,  from  Chelsea,  Mass. 
She  is  very  lively  and  keeps  us  all  in  a  roar  most  of  the  time ;  also  plays 
well  and  often  which  serves  to  drive  away  the  blues  more  frequently 
than  we  guess.  We  have  prospered  finely  together — this  is  my  side  only, 
have  not  had  a  shadow  of  a  quarrel  yet,  and  the  girls  say  we  are 
splendidly  mated.  I  think  I  was  very  fortunate  in  getting  such  a  nice 
girl’s  company.  I  sha’n’t  say  anything  about  Marne’s  looks,  for  I  don’t 
like  to  describe  people,  but  she  would  pass  anywhere.  So  we  have  on 
the  whole,  kept  our  little  house  together  very  peacefully  and  happily. 

Then  Lizzie  Abbott, — dear  little  Lizzie.  She  is  a  lovely  girl ;  a  dear, 
motherless  little  soul,  whom  everyone  loves  and  delights  to  have  near, 
She  is  short  and  fat,  but  not  overgrown,  with  blue  eyes  and  lovely 
golden  hair,  which  she  hates  to  braid  and  wind  up,  so  lets  it  fly  and 
doesn’t  look  half  so  well  as  on  Sunday,  when  she  “makes  an  effort.” 
She  has  a  somebody  at  home  who  thinks  the  world  of  her,  so  of  course 
she  and  I  have  endless  things  to  talk  about,  and  she  seems  to  consider 
me  a  sort  of  oracle,  for  she  often  comes  to  know  what  she  shall  do  about 
one  thing  or  another.  Somehow  we  all  seem  to  feel  a  sort  of  ownership 
in  Lizzie — she  is  so  cunning  and  lovable : — blessed  is  the  man  who  wins 
her,  I  say. 

Minnie  Tilton,  or  Tilly,  as  we  all  call  her,  is  a  dear  jolly  soul, 
full  of  fun  as  can  be,  and  good  hearted  and  generous  as  the  day  is 
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long.  She  is  rather  too  noisy  and  boisterous,  for  she  has  three  brothers, 
but  she  is  getting  somewhat  toned  down  now,  and  she  means  so  well 
always  that  we  can’t  get  angry  with  her. 

There  are  some  other  jolly  girls  here — Emmie  Trull,  Birdie,  and 
four  other  girls  whom  I  don't  know  so  well.  Now  1  have  f.  iven  a 
general  description  and  feel  rather  tired  of  holding  my  pen,  so  I  will 
relinquish  my  plume  and  go  to  bed.  “Good  night,"  Lizzie  is  calling, 
and  good  night  I  say. 


.  Sunday,  January  4,  1874. 

Prof.  Park  preached  today  at  the  Chapel  of  the  Seminary,  so  we 
have  attended  service  there.  The  mud  is  perfectly  fearful  after  the  ten 
days’  fog  and  thawing  we  have  had,  but  “Andover  mud"  is  famed  far 
and  wide,  I  believe.  I  should  think  it  might  be.  Last  year  the  Students, 
Phillipians  and  Fern  Sems,  agreed  to  give  one  half  if  the  town  people 
would  do  the  rest  toward  laying  plank  walks,  but  Andover  would  not 
listen  to  reason,  so  we  plod  on  through  mud  and  mire.  This  afternoon 
as  I  was  walking  up  to  service,  my  hymnbook  went  plump  in  a  great 
cushion  of  the  ugly  slime,  and  what  could  I  do — not  pick  up  the  filthy 
thing  and  soil  my  gloves,  surely,  so  I  deliberately  stepped  on  it  with 
my  hundred  and  six  pounds  and  left  it  to  an  unknown  fate.  Two  of 
the  Acadies  were  coming  along  just  behind.  They  kicked  open  the 
cover  and  read  my  name,  debated  whether  or  not  to  take  the  book  along 
with  them,  but  I  don’t  think  they  did  after  all.  I  expect  some  charitable 
theologue  or  other  good  philanthropist  will  find,  clean,  and  bring  it 
back  to  me.  I’m  sure  I  hope  he  won’t,  for  I  want  a  new  book  and  am 

very  glad  to  get  rid  of  the  old 
one  so  neatly.  This  appended 
illustration  will  give  you  a  faint 
idea  of  how  the  parties  con¬ 
cerned  appeared  at  the  time. 
You  know  I  am  the  South  Hall 
artist,  and  must  sustain  .my 
present  reputation.  It  repre¬ 
sents  me  in  my  brown  suit,  seal 
skin  jacket,  etc.,  walking  tri¬ 
umphantly  along,  with  little 
Howard  bending  over  to  read 
my  name. 
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I  am  getting  on  finely  in  my  drawing;  they  say  I  have  a  decided 
talent  for  drawing,  or  art  in  some  form  or  another.  I  don't  know  yet 
what  branch  I  shall  like  best  or  succeed  best  in ;  my  ambition  is  to  model 
in  clays  at  some  happy  future  time,  and  I  aim  at  the  blissful  day.  I 
think  there  must  be  something  in  my  love  for  art,  because  I  like  the 
work  so  much,  but  I  don’t  dare  to  hope  too  much  yet,  I  seem  to  be  so  late 
in  beginning  the  study.  But  I  am  very  glad  if  I  shall  ever  be  able  to 
do  any  one  thing  decently,  all  the  girls  here  can  do  one  or  more  things 
just  splendidly.  Every  one  is  either  pretty,  smart  or  entertaining,  or 
is  musical  or  artistic  in  one  direction  or  another,  and  it  does  seem  as 
if  I  was  such  an  ignoramus. 

Such  horrid  Sundays  we  have  here : — fish  balls,  brown  bread, 
mustard,  and  doughnuts  for  breakfast,  then  half-hours  and  three 
quarters  to  dress,  go  to  Church,  sit  perked  up  in  the  gallery,  home  to 
dinner,  off  immediately  to  service,  then  home  to  stay  with  your  room¬ 
mate  till  tea  time ;  after  that  the  visiting  quarters,  half-hours,  and 
solitude  with  the  victimized  room-mate,  then  bed  ends  the  long  day. 
Not  a  bit  of  home  Sunday  life,  not  one  minute  of  being  all  together  for 
a  good  earnest  talk ;  well,  I  shall  know  by  and  by  how  to  value  the  true 

4 

Sundays  when  I  get  back  home  to  them  once  more. 

Wednesday,  January  7,  1874. 

Last  evening  at  tea  we  were  joking  and  laughing,  saying  we  guessed 
we  would  lie  in  bed  till  noon  today,  when  Miss  Palmer  astounded  us  all 
by  telling  us  we  might  stay  in  bed  till  noon,  indeed,  we  need  not  have 
any  rules  until  dinner  time,  when  we  must  appear.  I  suppose  she 
thought  we  boarding  school  girls  would  go  through  anything  rather 
than  lose  one  meal,  but  we  took  her  up,  and  not  one  of  us  eight  girls 
was  down  to  breakfast.  It  was  so  cosy  and  warm  to  cuddle  down  in  bed 
with  Marne,  and  hear  Miss  Palmer  and  Mrs.  Watson  having  their  de¬ 
votions  all  alone  in  'the  music  room, — we  had  hard  work  to  keep  from 
laughing  out  loud.  When  we  had  had  another  good  long  nap  we  got  up, 
about  half  past  eight,  for  the  bedding  had  to  be  put  in  'the  wash  early, 
or  else  we  would  have  slept  longer.  When  we  came  home  the  night  be¬ 
fore  from  the  concert  I  went  to  the  closet  and  got  a  dozen  crackers — I 
didn’t  steal  them,  for  we  can  have  those  at  any  time,  and  when  Lizzie 
and  Tilly  came  down  we  spread  ourselves  on  the  floor  and  had  our 
breakfast — quite  a  recherche  repast  it  was  too :  crackers  and  my  Mother’s 
nice  jelly,  figs,  nuts,  and  chocolate  formed  our  simple  but  highly  en- 
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joyable  meal.  Then  we  did  just  as  we  pleased  all  the  long  morning, 
entered  rooms,  had  lunch  every  few  minutes  and  did  all  manner  of 
outlandish  things.  We  enjoyed  the  fun  immensely,  and  you  see  it  was  no 
trouble  to  give  us  the  little  lark,  but  on  the  contrary  it  saved  getting  so 
much  breakfast,  so  we  have  permission  already  to  do  the  same  thing 
again  before  the  term  closes.  Won’t  Miss  McKeen  laugh  when  she  hears 
of  the  joke,  and  won’t  the  other  girls  wish  they  were  in  our  place ! 

Sunday,  January  11,  1874. 

Just  home  from  Church,  and  as  we  cannot  write  letters  except  to 
our  own  family,  and  I  don’t  want  to  do  that  today,  I  will  add  some  more 
to  my  journal.  Nothing  special  has  taken  place  since  my  last  page  was 
written,  we  live  on  day  after  day  just  the  same  study  hours  and  recre¬ 
ation,  recreation  and  study  hours,  forever  on  and  on. 

It  seemed  quite  natural  to  go  to  the  Old  South  to  service  today — 
we  had  been  away  from  there  two  weeks.  This  morning  a  lot  of  small 
boys  sat  up  in  the  organ  gallery,  and  one  who  was  marking  in  the  tat¬ 
tered  old  hymnbook  was  whispered  at  by  the  organist  to  stop  right 
away.  The  poor  little  fellow  was  frightened  half  to  death  by  his  repri¬ 
mand  and  then  every  one  of  the  lady  singers  stared,  the  small  boys 
behind  him  began  to  titter,  and  I  was  right  sorry  for  him. 


I  can’t  draw  the  organ  and  surroundings  very  well,  but  it  will 
have  to  do  this  time. 

This  afternoon  one  of  the  students  preached  and  the  whole  of 
Phillips  came  down  to  our  Church ;  it  was  gay  I  tell  you :  it  seemed  so 
pleasant  to  see  the  house  well  filled.  Mr.  M.  and  B.  walked  up  to  Love 
Lane  directly  behind  us.  I  wanted  to  bow  most  awfully  but  could  not 
without  taking  special  pains  to  look  square  around,  so  had  to  do  with¬ 
out  any  bow  from  them. 
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I  forgot  to  say  something  about  last  Tuesday  night  so  Ill  go  back 
there  now.  A  lot  of  boys  dressed  up  to  take  off  the  Theologues,  in  dickey 
collars,  white  ties,  glasses  and  every  variety  of  moustaches  and  dandi¬ 
fied  whiskers.  Some  of  them  looked  splendidly,  a  few  were  perfect 
frights,  but  they  all  seemed  to  enjoy  the  fun.  We  met  a  number  of 
them  as  we  went  across  the  street,  with  their  beavers  mashed  down  over 
their  eyes.  But  the  best  of  all  is  that  Prof.  Bancroft,  when  he  gave  each 
of  these  fellows  seventy  demerits,  said  that  the  boys  who  stood  well  in 
their  classes  would  not  stoop  to  such  a  thing,  and  if  one  could  be  found 
who  stood  higher  than  five  among  the  boys  who  dressed  up,  he  would 
himself  pay  the  large  debt  of  the  Philo  Society.  And  do  you  know,  S. 
was  one  of  the  gayest  that  night  and  he  led  his  class  last  term, 
so  the  boys  got  the  best  of  the  joke. 


Wednesday,  Jan.  14,  1874. 

The  long  spell  of  dreary  muddy  weather  is  over,  for  today  it  has 
snowed  steadily  and  fast  the  whole  time.  Wennie  went  home  quite  un¬ 
expectedly  last  evening,  and  I  was  making  up  my  mind  to  sleep  alone 
when  Miss  Palmer  said  if  I  would  like  to  have  Lizzie  down  here,  Carrie 
Flagg  would  come  from  Davis  Hall  to  stay  with  Birdie.  Well,  I  was 
quite  willing  to  have  dear  little  Lizzie  sleep  with  me,  as  you  may  imagine, 
and  she  seemed  to  want  to  come  very  much,  and  after  we  were  safely 
in  bed  Birdie  came  to  Miss  Palmer  in  Mrs.  Watson’s  room  to  say  that 
Carrie  was  not  allowed  to  come.  We  were  awfully  afraid  that  Miss 
Palmer  would  come  to  take  Lizzie  away,  but  she  did  not  for  Emmie  and 
Birdie  slept  together. 

Miss  Palmer  has  been  a  perfect  love  all  day.  I  verily  believe  she 
has  had  a  proposal  or  something  of  the  kind;  she  gave  us  permission 
to  enter  rooms  at  ten  o’clock,  invited  us  into  the  parlor  with  her  this 
afternoon,  and  has  been  a  jewel  altogether.  This  noon  just  before  dinner 
time  Sadie  Baker  and  Alice  Brown,  Grace  Ely  and  Kate  DeFores't, 
and  Floie  Swan  put  on  gym  dresses  and  boots,  and  went  out  in  the 
snow.  They  had  a  gay  time  pushing  each  other  down,  sliding  on  boards, 
dumping  themselves  flat  down,  and  screaming  all  the  time  at  the  top 
of  their  voices.  When  it  was  time  for  the  boys  to  come  along,  they  pre¬ 
pared  for  the  grand  effect  of  the  hour,  all  except  Grace,  who  went  back 
up  on  the  Academy  piazza  where  they  could  not  see  her. 


8 


The  Journal  of  an  Abbot  Academy  Girl 


This  is  something  the 
way  they  looked  from  my 
standpoint.  I  wish  I  could 
draw  the  figures  larger, 
but  I  cannot  seem  to  get 
my  scale  any  larger. 


This  afternoon  Lizzie, 
Tilly,  and  I  spent  the 
whole  time  up  in  Tilly’s 
room,  I  lying  on  the 
lounge,  Lizzie  on  a  stool  and  Tilly  near,  on  a  chair,  busy  with  their 
work,  and  listening  while  I  read  the  United  States  Constitution  to  them, 
for  we  are  to  be  examined  in  that  on  Saturday  morning. 


I  consider  the  annexed  drawing 
quite  a  masterpiece — notice  the 
graceful  manner  in  which  I  am 
reclining  upon  the  lounge,  how 
simple,  yet  sublime,  is  the  fall  of 
my  drapery,  etc. 


Saturday,  June  17,  1874. 

Yesterday  afternoon  the  wind 
blew  dreadfully,  but  we  wanted 
to  go  down  into  the  village,  so 
we  bundled  ourselves  up  like 
Greenlanders,  and  started  out 
in  spite  of  wind  and  blowing 
snow.  This  is  the  way  we  looked 
with  our  veils  tied  down  tight 
over  our  hats. 
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I  met  a  gay  fellow,  Grace’s  friend  K.,  I  think.  He  was  so  amused 
at  the  face  I  made,  for  my  mouth  was  full  of  caramels,  and  he  looked 
as  if  he  enjoyed  the  glance,  perhaps  he  liked  my  cloak,  I  lay  all  the  boys’ 
looks  to  that  innocent  coat  nowadays.  Marne  declared  he  looked  awfully 
smitten,  but  it  was  only  the  fur  coat,  I  know. 

it 

Last  Monday  I  went  into  the  “Fashionable  Shoe  Store”  to  get  a 
card  of  buttons,  and  wanted  ten  cents  in  change.  The  clerk  fussed 
around  back  and  forth  for  some  minutes,  then  asked  would  I  mind 
taking  postage  stamps  and  pennies  for  my  change?  I  was  never  so  glad 
to  get  out  somewhere  where  I  could  laugh  the  thing  out. 

We  were  examined  in  the  U.  S.  Constitution  this  morning.  I  was 
soon  counted  out  from  answering  because  Miss  McKeen  said  I  seemed 
to  know  the  lesson  pretty  well,  etc.  I  am  glad  the  examination  is  over, 
for  I  must  confess  I  had  strong  doubts  whether  I  should  get  through 
it  or  not. 


Sunday,  January  18,  1874. 

Professor  Park  preached  today,  a  thing  he  rarely  does,  so  we  went 
to  both  services  at  the  Chapel,  especially  as  his  famous  sermon  on 
Peter’s  denial  of  Christ  was  preached  this  afternoon.  We — Lizzie,  Marne 
and  I,  waited  a  long  time  in  the  vestibule  before  we  could  get  seats  this 
afternoon,  and  then  we  were  led  on  and  on  till  we  were  put  in  three 
armchairs  directly  under  the  pulpit.  We  did  not  even  have  room  to  put 
our  feet  in  a  comfortable  position,  but  were  forced  to  wind  them  up 
anyhow,  we  were  so  near  the  steps  of  the  altar.  But  that  was  nothing 
in  comparison  to  the  fact  that  the  whole  row  of  pews  on  each  side  were 

filled  with  Phillipians - just  horrid  to  sit  perched  up  in  the  face  of 

every  one  of  them.  My  chair  was  too  large  for  the  place  and  was  tipped 
on  two  legs,  so  that  the  least  movement  would  rock  me  back  and  forth 
like  a  cradled  infant.  Then  when  we  wanted  to  see  Prof.  Park  we  had 
to  roll  our  eyes  up  like  Murillo’s  picture  of  the  Madonna,  only  more  so, 
and  it  was  not  one  bit  pleasant,  I  assure  you. 
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I  have  drawn  as  good  a  picture  of  the  funny  Chapel  as  I  could,  but 
its  stiff  pews  and  queer  ornaments  should  be  seen  to  be  appreciated. 
Such  long  pews,  holding  ten ;  you  see  the  families  were  larger  then  than 
now;  and  such  narrow  seats  that  you  can  scarcely  keep  on  them.  The 
The  chief  ornament  and  what  is  evidently  the  pride  of  the  building  is 
a  colored  center-piece  where  a  gas  chandelier  would  hang  in  any 
modern  building,  a  red  ground  with  green  and  gold  oak  leaves,  quite 
a  wonderful  specimen  of  native  art  and  industry. 

As  we  were  coming  home  just  outside  of  the  grounds  three  of  the 
gay  fellows  were  just  behind  us,  laughing  and  making  audible  remarks 
on  the  beauty  of  sealskin,  etc. ;  then  they  started  to  run  on  past  us,  and 
the  very  nobbiest  of  all  tripped,  and  went  flat  in  the  snow,  sprawling 
out  his  whole  great  length.  I  did  not  pretend  to  look  sober,  nobody 
could  have  done  that,  so  the  three  boys  and  we  four  girls  laughed  all 
together  as  peacefully  as  if  we  were  firm  friends. 

We  are  having  a  right  cosy  time  here  in  our  room  this  afternoon. 
Lizzie  had  a  box  from  home  yesterday,  full  of  eatables  for  the  most  part, 
and  I  guess  it  is  about  empty  now,  judging  by  the  way  she  has  given 
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the  things  to  her  friends.  She  brought  us  down  a  plate  filled  with  pickles, 
cake  and  candies,  and  we  had  some  little  stock  of  our  own — the  shop¬ 
keepers  have  a  lively  trade  on  Saturday  afternoons — we  and  the  boys 
too,  all  lay  in  our  Sunday  rations.  I  hope  to  have  a  visit  from  Fred 
next  Tuesday  and  Wednesday,  the  sleighing  is  splendid,  and  if  he 
does  come  we  shall  have  a  seraphic  time.  I  shall  probably  hear  about  it 
tomorrow  evening. 

The  other  evening  we  laughed  ourselves  almost  to  death,  so  to 
speak.  One  of  the  music  room  curtains  is  dreadfully  shaky,  if  you  so 
much  as  look  at  the  thing  it  tumbles  down.  Well,  the  blind  was  not 
closed,  and  passers  by  could  look  right  in  at  our  devotions,  so  Miss 
Palmer  took  hold  of  the  edge  to  pull  it  down,  and  down  it  came  in  a 
heap  on  the  floor.  She  was  as  cool  and  composed  as  the  Cardiff  giant 

and  made  some  little  ex¬ 
cusing  remark,  but  she 
ought  to  have  remem¬ 
bered  how  infirm  the  old 
concern  was. 

I  pause  to  draw.  This 
is  a  little  the  way  the 
performance  looked,  only 
we  have  not  got  such 
a  generous  table  cover 
on  the  music  room  table. 

Friday,  January  23,  1874. 

The  mud  is  here  again,  and  deeper  than  ever,  it  seems,  such  slime 
and  general  filthiness  I  never  saw  in  any  of  nature ’s  productions.  Mother 
wrote  me  to  get  a  pair  of  rubber  boots,  so  Lizzie,  Marne,  and  I  started 
bravely  out  on  a  shopping  tour,  in  spite  of  all  the  obstacles  that  lay  in 
our  path.  We  made  straight  for  the  shoemaker’s,  and  I  was  installed  in 
my  first  boots — such  heavy,  dragging  things  I  never  felt,  and  they  were 
so  cold  and  clamlike  that  I  was  thoroughly  disgusted  and  all  tired  out 
when  I  got  home,  and  was  glad  enough  to  sit  down  for  the  next  hour. 
Well,  after  the  boots  were  on  we  went  down  into  the  lower  village  and 
then  back  to  Donald’s,  for  none  of  us  can  go  down  tomorrow,  and  we 
wanted  to  lay  in  our  Sunday  rations.  We  each  had  four  or  five  bundles, 
Marne  and  I  our  muffs  besides  : — all  this  with  keeping  the  hair  out  of 
our  eyes,  steering  carefully — not  successfully — through  the  mud,  and 
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meeting  the  whole  phalanx  of  boys,  wore  us  completely  out  and  gave  us 
plenty  to  talk  about  when  we  had  reached  home.  I  will  try  to  draw  our 
appearance  when  we  were  just  opposite  the  Masons’. 


The  boys  are  perfect  likenesses,  I  can  tell  you — in  future  years  the 
remarkable  resemblance  will  strike  me  far  more  forcibly  than  now,  I 
feel  sure. 


Sunday,  January  25,  1874. 

J ust  as  we  are  sitting  here  laughing  over  the  pictures  in  this  J ournal, 
Miss  Palmer  comes  tripping  through  the  music  room  and  taps  so  gently 
at  our  door  that  we  know  something  is  coming.  She  thinks  “we  are 
making  a  good  deal  of  noise  for  the  Sabbath,  aren’t  we  getting  into  a 
frolic  ?  ’  ’  etc.,  and  Marne  stood  holding  the  door  open  so  cheerfully  until 
she  was  done,  then  said  “Yes’m,  thank  you,  Miss  Palmer,”  so  humbly 

that  I  was  almost  convulsed  with 
laughter.  I  must  make  the  scene 
here,  that  it  may  have  a  tem¬ 
porary  existence — 

The  likeness  is  perfect  on  both 
sides,  I  can  say  with  truth,  and 
not  boastfully.  Oh  I  did  laugh 
so  to  see  meek  Mary,  so  cheer¬ 
ful  and  content,  in  spite  of 
her  frolic  being  cut  short.  We 
are  in  perfect  agony  now,  for  we  have  had  to  laugh  quietly  to  our¬ 
selves,  and  it  is  such  hard  work. 
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Monday,  Jan.  26,  1874. 

I  wonder  if  I  told  you  that  Fred  is  to  visit  me  tomorrow.  I  guess 
I  forgot  that  important  item,  but  it  is  really  so,  and  twenty-four  hours 
from  now  I  shall  be  entertaining  him,  I  suppose.  I  hope  he  will  come 
early,  for  I  shall  not  want  to  receive  him  in  the  funereal-looking  music 
room,  with  its  piano,  table,  ten  black  chairs,  and  two  mean  lamps;  and 
if  other  callers  come  while  he  is  here  they  will  have  to  go  to  that  music 
room  instead  of  my  friend. 

We  went  out  to  walk  this  afternoon,  though  it  is  very  cold  indeed, 
and  we  had  a  gay  time,  all  four  of  us  together.  Then  we  came  home  and 
lay  spread  out  around  the  music  room,  eating  chocolates  and  making 
comments  on  anybody  who  chanced  to  pass  by.  Lizzie  had  lots  of  mail 
today: — two  letters  and  a  book  this  evening,  besides  a  sufficiency  at 
noon.  One  of  these  two  last  letters  contained  pictures  of  her  friend 
Mr.  B.  and  she  hardly  knows,  I  think,  whether  she  stands  on  her  head 
or  her  heels.  This  is  something  the  way  we  looked  this  afternoon — 


Notice  the  classic  attitudes  and  graceful  fall  of  the  draperies — evidently 
we  have  an  artist  among  us.  The  antique  style  of  robing  for  artists’ 
subjects  is  now  almost  universally  adopted,  you  know:  and  I  have  en¬ 
deavored  to  carry  out  the  prescribed  method. 
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Thursday,  January  29,  1874. 

Well,  I  have  had  a  good,  good  time,  my  journal  friend,  and  now 
I  will  tell  you  all  the  particulars.  You  know  Fred  wrote  me  he  was 
coming  to  visit  me  on  Tuesday,  so  we  girls  made  our  plans  in  accord¬ 
ance  with  that  important  fact.  The  girls,  Lizzie  and  Marne,  went  home 
Tuesday  afternoon  to  stay  till  last  night,  as  this  is  the  Day  of  Prayer, 
and  we  can’t  travel  on  this  holy  day.  So  when  Fred  came  to  call 
on  me  Tuesday  evening  I  told  him  my  project  of  going  to  the  city  in 
the  morning,  and  he  seemed  delighted;  anyway  I  suppose  he  thought 
he  had  better  use  diplomacy  and  be  perfectly  charmed  with  whatever 
I  proposed. 

So  we  went  to  Boston  in  the  9.30  train.  Fred  got  a  carriage,  and  we 
went  right  up  to  Elliot,  Blakesley  and  Noyes’,  where  Lizzie  had  been 
waiting  a  few  minutes.  Fred  suddenly  discovered  that  he  knew  Mr. 
Blakesley,  so  all  four  of  us  had  a  very  pleasant  time  together. 

We  spent  an  hour  there,  then  concluded  that  Wennie  was  unable 
to  come,  so  went  off  to  the  Art  Rooms  on  Boylston  St.  We  had  only 
been  there  a  little  while  when  Lizzie  met  her  sister  and  Mr.  Pike,  the 
gentleman  she  is  engaged  to : — so  of  course  introductions  were  ex¬ 
changed  and  then  we  had  a  very  pleasant  time  together.  I  must  say  on 
looking  back  to  the  catalogue  that  I  have  not  a  very  distinct  idea  of 
some  of  the  pictures,  but  I  did  enjoy  every  one  of  them  there,  and  I 
was  glad  enough  of  the  chance,  for  everyone  does  not  go  to  these  ex¬ 
hibitions,  I  tell  you.  Well,  when  we  had  met  Miss  McKeen  and  Miss 
Phebe  and  strolled  around  all  we  wished,  we  went  down  to  Copeland’s 
for  lunch  together,  and  were  mightily  pleased  when  the  two  Miss  Mc- 
Keens  walked  in  just  as  we  were  finishing  our  meal.  So  they  had  a 
good  view  of  Fred  paying  the  bill  and  me  putting  on  my  gloves  at  the 
heater.  Well,  I  was  glad  on  the  whole  that  they  had  the  pleasure  of 
seeing  my  friend. 

After  lunch  we  went  in  next  door  to  get  worsteds  and  some  other 
little  things.  Fred  was  as  good  as  gold,  and  waited  for  my  change  like 
a  lamb,  though  I  know  he  was  awfully  bored  in  waiting  for  all  my 
fussiness.  Then  we  tried  to  decide  what  train  to  come  back  in,  and  then 
went  into  the  Museum,  where  we  spent  an  hour  or  so  in  pure  enjoy¬ 
ment  of  each  other,  speaking  only  for  myself,  you  know.  I  was  dread¬ 
fully  tired,  so  we  sat  in  one  of  the  upper  galleries  and  rested  and  talked 
to  our  hearts’  content.  When  it  was  time,  we  came  down  to  the  depot, 
and  then  rode  home  in  the  light  of  the  beautiful  sunset  sky.  (In  the 
cars  too.) 
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So  we  have  had  a  jolly  little  lark,  and  no  harm  done  either.  Marne 
was  awfully  put  out  at  not  seeing  Fred: — it  does  seem  as  if  they  had 
meant  to  dodge  each  other  both  times  he  has  been  here.  And  Lizzie  likes 
him  so  much,  and  I  am  glad. 

This  is  the  Day  of  Prayer  for  Schools  and  Colleges,  and  we  are 
keeping  the  day  with  a  vengeance.  Morning  devotions  (when  by  the 
way,  Miss  Palmer  waited  ten  minutes  for  us  to  be  dressed),  a  half- 
hour  prayer  meeting,  service  in  the  Hall,  to  Chapel  at  afternoon,  and 
another  evening  meeting.  But  otherwise  the  day  has  not  been  so  bad.  I 
have  read  and  written,  sewed  and  sung  to  my  heart’s  content,  and  had 
time  to  do  lots  of  things  I  w’anted  time  for  and  did  not  get  last  Wednes¬ 
day. 

Sunday,  February  1,  1874. 

Nothing  of  note  has  happened  since  I  wrote  last,  except  the  little 
every-day  jokes  that  we  always  have  around.  Just  now  I  was  cracking 
some  chocolate,  when  tap  comes  somebody  at  our  door.  ‘‘Come’' — in 
walks  Miss  Palmer.  “I  hope  you’re  not  cracking  nuts,  Hattie” — “No’m, 
only  chocolate” — “Well,  I  wouldn’t  any  more” — “Oh,  I’m  all  done 
now,”  and  exit  Miss  Palmer,  a  victim  to  my  coolness.  She  seems  to 

think  I  have  not 
been  brought  up 
to  reverence  the 
Sabbath,  and  I 
know  I  have  al¬ 
ways  been  taught 
to  keep  the  day 
properly : — only  I 
do  not  believe  in 
sitting  down  and 
reading  sermons 
the  whole  day,  not  one  bit  of  it.  I  can’t  come  under  this  prim  rule  so 
suddenly. 

Our  room  looks  so  pretty  now  in  the  sunset  light,  with  these  two 
beautiful  young  creatures  sitting  quietly  together;  only  we  are  both 
writing  as  hard  as  we  can,  and  that  spoils  the  poetry  of  the  scene.  The 
moon  has  been  just  divine  this  evening,  and  you  may  be  sure  we  have 
enjoyed  it  as  much  as  possible.  Miss  Palmer  says  we  can  go  to  walk  in 
the  moonlight  some  evening  if  we  won’t  let  the  other  girls  know  about 
it,  for  they  cannot  all  go : — won ’t  it  be  gay,  and  we  kept  in  school 
restraint  too.  Well,  we  fare  grandly,  I  think,  anyway. 
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Monday,  Feb.  2,  1874. 

Mame  is  trying  whistling  for  a  change,  and  I  gave  her  a  lesson  after 
the  tardy  last  night.  Thus:  “Now,  Hat,  what  do  you  do  with  your 
tongue?”  and  I  say,  “Put  it  in  the  bottom  of  your  mouth,  so — ”  and 
I  whistle  like  a  bird  to  her.  Then  a  few  puffs  and  convulsive  breaths 
and  “whoo,  whew,  whoo”  till  I  am  about  dead  from  laughing.  Then  I 
give  a  few  instructions  as  to  breath,  position,  etc.,  and  we  try  again : — 
but  it  sounds  like  a  broken  tin  whistle  the  whole  time. 

Tuesday,  Feb.  3.  1874. 

Miss  Phebe  told  us  this  morning  at  prayers  that  Rev.  and  Mrs.  Dr. 
Stuart  (I  mean  Rev.  Dr.  not  Mrs.  Dr.)  from  Rotterdam,  Holland,  would 
come  to  visit  the  school  and  Mr.  Stuart  would  address  us.  He  was  such 
a  pleasant  visitor,  so  genial  and  cheery,  and  his  English  was  so  charm¬ 
ingly  broken,  that  every  one  of  us  enjoyed  hearing  and  seeing  him  most 
heartily.  He  spoke  of  America’s  life  as  lying  wholly  in  the  future,  that 
America  is  as  yet  a  big  boy,  who  would  soon  grow  up  into  the  young, 
strong  man.  Then  he  spoke  of  the  new  theory  of  woman’s  rights — in 
his  opinion  woman  has  her  best  rights  in  her  duty  of  making  life  smooth 
and  sunny  and  of  guiding  the  heart  and  actions  of  man;  “for  if  man 
is  the  head,  woman  is  the  neck,  and  the  head  turns  at  the  will  of  the 
neck  to  the  right  or  left.”  Then  he  said  we  must  all  strive  to  be  angels 
in  our  homes  and  home  life,  not  the  angel  which  artists  make  such  a 
ghostly,  faint  being,  neither  with  wings — the  feathered  wings  remind 
him  of  that  horrible  torture  of  feathers  and  tar,  and  he  wanted  lovely 
woman  to  stay,  not  use  her  wings  for  flight  ever — but  our  angel  quali¬ 
ties  would  be  made  of  the  earth,  and  be  used  for  the  practical  good  of 
others. 

We  have  been  kept  in  from  all  after-dinner  exercises  by  the  fear¬ 
ful  storm  of  snow  and  wind.  There  was  quite  a  snow  storm  the  other 
day,  and  this  in  addition  is  bitter  indeed.  Yesterday  was  the  coldest  day 
thus  far — the  mercury  was  eight  degrees  below  zero.  We  had  quite  a 
jolly  time  in  Tilly’s  room  this  afternoon,  all  of  us  almost,  were  making 
frames  from  cigar  lights,  and  we  had  lots  of  fun  and  noise.  Emmie 
stepped  on  a  lovely  frame  she  had  just  finished,  and  she  actually 
screamed, — our  saintly  Emmie  used  her  voice  like  any  of  us  sinners 
would  have  done. 
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Wednesday,  Feb.  4,  1874. 

I  had  a  dozen  and  a  half  handkerchiefs  that  I  had  soiled  with  my 
crayons,  and  today  I  had  a  good  streak  and  washed  the  whole  drawer¬ 


ful  of  them.  I  did  not  succeed  very  well, 
I  must  confess; — such  a  pile  of  dingy, 
dusky  handkerchiefs  I  never  saw  yet,  but 
I  know  they  look  better  than  if  I  had 
put  them  in  the  regular  wash  baskets.  The  above  drawing  repre¬ 
sents  me  at  the  ironing  table,  hot  and  tired,  fussing  over  my  work  as 
much  as  I  could.  We  four  spent  all  the  afternoon  in  No.  3 — our  den — 
at  work  in  our  respective  ways.  Picture  frames  made  of  cigar  lights  are 
the  latest  furore  among  us,  and  we  have  gone  into  the  business  hard 
today.  I  expect  we  shall  get  a  blessing  for  lying  on  the  bed  in  our  den, 
but  we  shall  not  care  for  that. 


Friday,  February  6,  1874. 

Lizzie  and  Wennie  and  I  were  delayed  in  the  village  until  very 
near  five  o’clock,  and  were  in  a  tearing  hurry  to  get  up  to  the  Hall  be¬ 
fore  study  hour.  Well,  two  of  the  boys  got  just  in  front  of  us,  and 
there  they  stayed,  filling  up  the  path  between  the  piles  of  snow,  so  all 


we  could  do  was  to  walk  along  behind  their  majesties.  Ugly  things — 
they  knew  from  our  ravings  that  we  were  in  a  terrific  hurry,  but  you 
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see  they  had  us  completely  in  their  power.  We  tried  to  dodge  past 
whenever  anyone  came  the  opposite  way,  but  no,  they  had  their  opinion 
in  the  matter,  and  they  would  be  suited  at  any  cost.  When  we  came  to 
Love  Lane  they  turned  down  and  looked  around  to  see  us  turn  to  fol¬ 
low  them;  but  I  went  ahead  on  to  Green  St.  as  cool  as  you  please,  so 
they  missed  their  guess  for  once  at  least.  So  we  came  in  fuming  and  all 
out  of  breath  besides,  sat  down  to  our  studying  and  in  about  a  quarter 
of  an  hour  heard  the  bell  ring  to  begin  studying.  Oh,  we  were  provoked 
for  once  I  tell  you. 

Little  K.  had  on  a  pair  of  handsome  otter  gloves,  as  you  see  I  have 
drawn  for  him. 

The  First  Middlers  started  for  Lowell  in  a  four-horse  sleigh  about 
five  o’clock.  It  is  very  cold,  but  I  think  they  will  manage  to  have  a  good 
time  nevertheless.  They  are  to  have  a  supper  at  the  American  House, 
etc.  The  girls  from  Bradford  were  here  last  evening,  drove  by  here 
singing,  had  supper  at  the  Mansion  with  Academy  boys  and  some 
students,  and  left  for  home  at  half  past  eleven  with  the  mercury  four 
degrees  below. 


Sunday,  Feb.  8,  1874. 

Last  evening  after  prayers  we  were  invited  to  adjourn  to  the  dining 
room,  where  we  found  a  treat  of  real  ice  cream.  We  felt  quite  luxurious, 
I  tell  you,  though  the  refreshment  was  made  of  custard  and  snow, 
but  it  was  real  fun  to  stand  around  and  eat  with  such  a  noise  and 
clatter  and  healths  being  given  just  across  the  table. 
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We  went  to  the  Seminary  Chapel  to  service  today  in  all  the  snow 
and  wind.  Mame  did  not  go  out  this  afternoon,  so  Lizzie,  Birdie,  and 
I  went  together  up  there.  I  sat  next  to  little  Lizzie,  so  of  course  was 
happy  in  proportion.  We  two  have  decided  to  room  together  in  Smith 
Hall  next  term.  For  some  reasons  I  hate  to  leave  here,  and  yet  I  do 
want  most  awfully  to  go  where  there  are  more  girls.  I  saw  B.  in  church 
this  afternoon,  and  a  fellow  with  him  who  I  suppose  was  his  younger 
brother;  I  wonder  if  they  will  call  on  me. 


Tuesday,  Feb.  10,  1874. 

This  is  a  Theologue  who  went  by  this 
morning  with  his  valise  strapped  on  his 
back.  I  was  shocked  and  surprised  to 
find  a  holy  theologue  partaking  in  such 
a  wordly  custom,  for  the  practice  does 
make  fellows  look  any  crowds  more 
stylish  and  jolly.  But  the  world  is  grad¬ 
ually  going  to  ruin,  I  believe : — we  are 
a  degenerate  race,  the  philosophers 
say.  Gideon  B.  and  his  brother  George 
called  last  night.  I  was  quite  over¬ 
powered  at  the  thought  of  two  callers 
at  once,  but  I  managed  to  entertain 
them  both. 

Wednesday,  Feb.  11,  1874. 

Birdie  had  her  friend  Miss  T.  here  to  take  tea  and  spend  the  even¬ 
ing,  so  we  had  a  gay  time  over  our  haystacks — straw  wall  pockets — un¬ 
til  her  brother  came  after  her,  when  Birdie,  Miss  T.  and  Emmie  ad¬ 
journed  to  the  parlor.  Pretty  soon  Miss  T.  came  to  ask  us  in  there,  but 
we  knew  we  could  never  get  permission  in  the  world.  But  we  screwed 
up  our  courage,  dressed  a  little,  and  were  all  dragged  in  there  without 
permission.  The  brother  is  rather  conceited,  but  dear  me,  he  is  a  man, — 
and  we  went  for  him  like  sheep  after  salt.  He  did  not  stay  very  long, 
as  Miss  T.  had  decided  to  stay  all  night. 
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The  above  shows  how  we  all  sat  and  stared  at  the  specimen  of 
humanity  in  its  male  development. 

This  morning1  our  Philosophy  class  went  to  Lawrence  to  see  the 
Pacific  Mills.  We  have  spoken  of  going  so  long  that  we  all  began  to 
regard  it  as  a  fable,  but  we  could  not  have  had  a  better  day,  and  we 
enjoyed  ourselves  most  heartily,  I  assure  you.  The  mills  are  wonderful 
indeed,  and  we  went  to  see  everything  there  was  to  see,  I  guess.  When 
we  had  spent  two  hours  among  the  forty  acres  of  machinery  we  went 
to  see  the  Catholic  Cathedral,  which  is  fine  indeed.  We  were  all  awfully 
tired,  and  yet  we  are  far  more  than  repaid  for  our  weariness.  It  is  not 
very  often  such  an  opportunity  comes  to  us,  and  I  think  we  tried  to 
appreciate  the  pleasure  as  much  as  we  could. 

Thursday,  Feb.  12,  1874. 

Lizzie  Creighton  came  back  yesterday,  and  Emma  Abrams  went 
off,  so  we  are  no  more  in  numbers.  It  is  about  time  something  happened, 
I  think  we  are  getting  awfully  stupid  here. 

Oh,  do  you  know,  Prof.  Falhauber  invited  his  German  class  to  spend 
last  evening  at  his  house  in  Bradford,  and  made  splendid  preparations 
for  them,  had  supper  from  Boston,  and  after  all  his  kindness  Miss  Mc- 
Keen  would  not  let  the  girls  go  because  fifteen  Academy  boys  were  also 
invited.  It  was  horrid,  I  think,  and  there  have  been  several  indignation 
meetings  held;  but  I  suppose  Miss  McKeen  had  to  refuse  because  she 
has  not  allowed  the  girls  to  go  to  companies  here  in  town  when  the  boys 
were  invited  also.  The  class  from  Bradford  was  not  allowed  to  go  either, 
for  their  dance  at  the  Mansion  House  the  other  night  finished  their 
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intercourse  with  the  sinful  Phillipians,  I  guess.  Prof.  Falhauber  felt 
so  bad  today,  for  he  got  a  regular  scolding  from  Philo,  the  girls  say. 
It’s  too  bad  all  round,  we  all  say. 


Saturday,  Feb.  14,  1874. 

The  Seniors  had  a  little  spread  last  night  that  was  very  jolly,  I 
guess.  They  saved  their  money  and  had  cream  and  confections  from 
Boston,  then  made  the  substantial  cake  themselves  and  had  a  gay  time 
down  in  the  kitchen.  They  had  made  up  study  hours  for  several  days, 
and  such  confusion  as  reigned  yesterday  over  there  I  never  saw  in  sober 
Abbot  before.  The  parlors  and  music  room  looked  just  as  pretty  as 
could  be,  and  so  did  the  dressing  rooms,  they  say.  Mr.  Abbott,  Lizzie’s 
cousin  from  Yale — he  is  a  friend  of  our  Seniors — came  on  and  also 
Birdie’s  friend  from  Harvard.  They  did  not  want  to  go  over  there  very 
much,  so  called  here  for  a  long  time,  and  seemed  to  be  enjoying  them¬ 
selves  muchly. 

The  Davis  Hall  girls  had  a  sleighride  yesterday : — started  off  for 
Haverhill  in  a  rain  and  the  snow  melting  as  fast  as  it  could.  The  driver 
telegraphed  to  know  how  he  should  get  them  back,  and  Mr.  Carter  sent 
word  to  have  them  come  in  the  train;  so  about  ten  o’clock  they  rode 
up  from  the  station  in  the  omnibus  and  a  sleigh  and  came  around  to 
serenade  the  Smith  Hall  guests.  They  were  pretty  damp,  I  believe,  but 
still  I  know  they  had  a  gay  time,  for  they  are  all  real  gay  girls.  The 
gentlemen  'went  away  at  the  beginning  of  the  last  bath  hour,  and  Lizzie 

came  in  to  tell  me  the  whole 
story  while  Tilly  and  Marne 
fa  were  carrying  on  a  lively  con- 

'ua  /)  versation  in  the  music  room. 

Then  I  took  my  bath  and  went 
l  out  to  join  the  fray.  We  had 

a  jolly  little  chat,  and  Marne 
almost  convulsed  us  with  her 
performances  at  the  piano. 
But  the  best  of  it  was  that  we 
expected  Miss  Palmer  would 
drop  in  any  minute  and  give  us 
her  blessing  before  we  went 
to  bed.  Miss  Fiske  was  an 
angel  not  to  disturb  us,  for 
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she  was  in  Mrs.  Watson’s  room  and  must  have  heard  our  jolli¬ 
fication  as  plain  as  day.  So  on  the  whole  we  prospered  finely. 
Oh,  Miss  McKeen’s  talk  yesterday  morning  was  about  Aaron, 
when  he  said,  ‘‘I  threw  the  gold  into  the  fire  and  there  came  out 
this  calf.”  And  we  have  been  quoting  the  latter  phrase  all  day  long.  It 
applies  in  a  good  many  cases  where  Philo  did  not  dream  it  could  be  used, 
I  guess. 

Sunday,  Feb.  15,  1874. 

Quite  a  number  of  girls  went  into  Boston  to  hear  Mme.  Nilsson 
yesterday  in  her  farewell  matinee.  Emma  Meacham  said  she  had  such 
a  good  time  and  was  just  as  tired  as  she  could  be  after  all  her  excite¬ 
ment.  She  has  a  gay  time  always  and  yet  she  keeps  up  her  studies 
splendidly  at  the  same  time. 

Tuesday,  Feb.  17,  1874. 

Lizzie  was  forlorn  and  just  as  miserable  as  she  could  be  the  last 
few  days  of  Jast  week;  and  on  receiving  a  letter  from  her  yesterday 
morning,  her  brother  came  right  up  here  to  take  her  home.  So  she 
went  in  the  afternoon  train  to  stay  till  Thursday  noon.  This  is  the  way 
they  looked  getting  into  the  coach. 


The  girls  all  think  the  likeness  to  our  Lizzie  is  very  good  indeed;  as 
I  meant  indeed  it  should  be  if  it  could. 

We  went  out  to  walk  this  afternoon — Marne,  Tilly  and  I — and  I 
enjoyed  stepping  into  all  the  dry  frozen  puddles  I  came  to.  Marne  and 
I  were  invited  to  tea  at  Smith  Hall  by  Jennie  Smart  and  Tilly  by 
Emma  Gordon  so  we  had  quite  a  fine  time  altogether,  although  they 
are  girls  I  do  not  know  at  all.  They  do  have  gay  times  over  there,  the 
halls  are  full  of  girls  and  noise  the  whole  time;  I  am  crazy  to  get  over 
there  to  live.  This  is  Sadie  Baker’s  birthday;  she  and  Alice  have  had 
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boxes  from  home,  and  the  six  of  that  set  are  going  to  have  their  tea 
after  the  others  are  finished.  They  had  company  at  Smith  Hall  tonight, 
so  we  had  quite  an  exciting  time  all  round. 

I  broke  a  lamp  chimney  from  the  music  room  tonight.  Such  a 
jump  as  I  gave,  Tilly  said,  and  I  almost  smashed  my  heavy  writing 
desk  as  I  laughed.  So  we  got  a  dustpan  and  broom  and  swept  up  the 
bits  of  glass,  but  we  had  to  stop  and  laugh  so  often  that  we  were  about 
useless  for  any  sweeping. 


Thursday,  Feb.  19,  1874. 

Yesterday  was  a  pleasant  Wednesday,  and  we  all  went  to  walk  in 
the  afternoon, — at  least  quite  a  number  of  the  girls  did.  We — that  is 

Marne,  Tilly  and  I — went  up  to  the  Deacon’s 
after  dinner  and  enjoyed  the  walk  immensely. 
The  view  of  the  hills  from  the  Abbott  house 
was  beautiful, — so  faint  and  hazy  far  off,  then 
blue  and  more  distinct  as  the  distance  grew 
less  great.  Some  Phillipians  were  on  the  tower 
of  Brechen  Hall,  and  they  waved  their  hats 
and  handkerchiefs  frantically  when  we  looked 
around  at  them,  which  I  am  sorry  to  say  was 
quite  often  on  my  part. 

Monday  night  Birdie  slept  with  Lizziana, 
and  in  the  morning  Kate  rapped  and  pounded 
on  the  door  as  usual  till  she  had  to  look  in 
and  see  if  Birdie  and  Lizzie  were  asleep  yet, 
and,  as  she  said,  “Why  Mrs.  Watson,  there  wasn’t  a  sinner  in  there  at 
all.”  Pretty  good  for  Kate,  when  Lizzie  and  Birdie  are  the  nearest  to 
saints  that  we  have. 

Miss  McKeen  and  Miss  Phebe  went  in  to  hear  Nilsson  in  her  fare¬ 
well  concert — not  opera,  you  mind — but  she  was  ill  and  so  did  not  sing 
last  evening. 


Saturday,  Feb.  21,  1874. 

It  was  dreadful  walking  last  night,  but  we  managed  to  steer  through 
comparatively  well,  as  we  went  on  the  opposite  side  of  the  street.  I 
enjoyed  Kingsley’s  lecture  very  much  indeed.  His  choice  of  language 
is  perfectly  beautiful,  and  yet  his  address  is  very  awkward.  I  could 
scarcely  believe  it  was  he  who  came  shuffling  up  the  aisle, — he  looks 
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like  a  lank,  loose- jointed  Yankee — and  has  a  very  peculiar  tone  also, 
always  either  a  marked  rising  or  falling  inflection.  But  when  one  has 
become  a  little  used  to  the  strange  tone  and  manner,  Kingsley  is  a 
most  charming  lecturer.  His  lecture  was  ninety-five  minutes  long,  but 
it  seemed  far  shorter  to  us  who  listened.  His  subject  was  Westminster 
Abbey. 

The  boys  came  around  last  night  about  two  o’clock  and  cut  the 
wire  of  the  electric  bell  near  the  Davis  Hall  shed,  then  went  to  Ruth 
Caldwell’s  room  and  shook  her  window  as  hard  as  they  could.  She  and 
Charlotte  Moseley  were  dreadfully  frightened,  and  spent  the  rest  of 
the  night  with  Josie  Richards.  I  don’t  believe  Mr.  Bancroft  can  find 
out  who  did  it,  but  he  says  they  shall  be  expelled  when  he  does  dis¬ 
cover  them. 


Sunday,  Feb.  22,  1874. 

This  is  a  wet,  foggy  day,  and  the  wind  is  worse  than  ever  this 
term  it  seems.  We  went  to  Church  both  morning  and  afternoon.  Lizzie 
sat  with  Wennie  and  me  this  morning,  and  I  took  a  long  nap  this  after¬ 
noon,  so  you  may  imagine  I  did  not  hear  much  of  either  sermon.  Lizzie 
and  I  got  some  lemons  yesterday  and  some  sugar  from  Mrs.  Watson, 

to  make  lemonade  this  afternoon.  This  is 
is  the  way  I  looked  as  I  sat  patiently  labor¬ 
ing  with  my  lemon.  Now,  as  Marne  and  I  sit 
here  on  this  all-enduring  bed  of  ours,  we 
have  two  chairs  near  us,  one  with  a  bundle 
of  crackers  on  it,  the  other  with  a  kettle 
labelled  outside  “Pure  Leaf  Lard”,  but 
belying  its  name,  for  that  holds  our  de¬ 
licious  nectar.  We  stood  at  the  window 
and  drank  Lizzie’s  health  after  Miss  Fiske 
gone  past  from  Davis  Hall. 


Monday,  Feb.  23,  1874. 

I  made  my  remaining  lemon  into  drink  this  afternoon,  and  when 
Josie  Richards  and  Kate  Buss  came  in  we  six  had  quite  a  fine  time  all 
round. 
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round.  Then  after  they  had  gone 
Mame  amused  us  for  quite  a  long 
time  with  her  nonsense  and  fun : — 
made  her  curls  into  a  mustache,  im¬ 
provised  side  whiskers,  and  with  the 
addition  of  wire  eye-glasses  and  my 
seal  cap  made  quite  a  presentable 
English  gentleman.  We  had  quite  a 
noisy  time  here,  they  say.  I  think 
very  likely  we  did  make  a  little  noise, 
for  we  did  not  try  to  keep  still.  I 
had  something  else  to  say  here,  but 
I  can’t  think  what  it  is  now — noth¬ 
ing  vitally  important,  I  imagine.  Oh ! 
Miss  Palmer  gave  us  all  a  little 
lecture  at  devotions  tonight,  about 
whistling  in  our  half-hour,  perfectly 
scathing, — and  you  see  everybody 
knew  whom  she  meant  for  nobody  but  Tilly  and  I  whistle  anyway  de¬ 
cently. 


Wednesday,  February  25,  1874. 

This  morning  when  I  was 
sweeping  Mame  came  home  from 
the  village  and  went  out  under 
Lizzie’s  window.  Tilly  was  in  No.  3, 
and  I  out  of  my  window.  Mrs.  Wat¬ 
son  gave  Mame  a  piece  of  cake, and 
we  were  all  teasing  her  for  a  morsel 
for  a  long  while.  Then  Wennie  went 
up  in  her  room  and  dropped  Liz¬ 
zie’s  broom  out  of  the  window 
after  a  little  tussle  in  the  room, 
with  Tilly,  Katherine  and  me  for 
applauders.  I  wish  you  could  have 
seen  me  in  my  sweeping  rig  this 
morning.  I  will  try  to  draw  my¬ 
self,  but  I  don’t  know  as  I  can  do 
justice  to  my  loveliness.  I  had  a 
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general  clearing  out  this  morning,  for,  oh  joy¬ 
ful — we  go  home  before  another  sweeping  day 
comes.  You’d  think  I  was  a  Biddy  in  truth, 
from  my  face  and  limbs,  but  the  girls  say  the 
other  accessories  are  very  good,  and  true  to 
nature. 


After  the  work  was  done  all  round,  we  went 
up  to  Lizzie’s  room  with  our  work,  as  Birdie 
was  out  for  the  day.  Oh,  I  forgot  to  tell  about 
last  night.  Well,  Tilly  rang  the  retiring  bells, 
and  after  the  warning  we  put  out  our  light  and 
waited  to  talk  with  Lizzie  when  she  came 


to  open  her  window.  While  we  were  daring  her  to  come  down  for 
the  night,  Tilly  came  to  the  hall  window  and  we  had  a  lively  'time  in 
the  beautiful  moon-light.  Miss  Palmer  was  in  Mrs.  Watson’s  room, 
and  yet  we  talked  quite  long  and  loud,  until  Tilly  started  to  ring  the 
tardy,  when  we  all  hopped  into  bed.  I  have  had  a  real  good  time  this 
term,  more  like  what  I  came  to  school  for,  to  have  a  jolly,  carefree 
life  aside  from  'the  school  duties.  I  had  not  expected  to  be  cooped  up 
in  sober  South  Hall,  but  we  four  have  made  it  lively  here,  I  tell  you. 
And  here  another  term  has  gone  away  and  I  am  more  in  love  with 
boarding-school  life  than  ever. 

Friday,  Feb.  27,  1874. 

Yesterday,  Tilly,  Lizzie  and  I  went  to  the  village  together  and 
had  a  jolly  time,  as  you  may  imagine  when  three  of  us  are  together. 
Tilly  proposed  to  jump  from  the  path  into  the  smooth  snow,  and  Tilly 
jumped  with  a  will  while  Lizzie  stood  almost  dead  with  laughter  on 
the  w i" 
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They  had  'teachers’  meetings  twice  yesterday,  to  make  out  our 
reports,  and  Miss  Palmer  said  she  was  asked  particularly  about  several 
of  the  girls  here.  It  is  not  hard  to  guess  what  the  questions  were  about, 
I  think. 

Later — Had  quite  a  pleasant  time  at  the  Mendelssohn  Concert 
and  enjoyed  the  walk  to  and  from  immensely — the  moon  is  just  divine 
tonight.  We  came  part  way  home  in  front  of  a  cigar,  which  made  us 
think  of  home  very  pleasantly.  Miss  Phebe  showed  us  a  parchment 
over  three  hundred  years  old,  granting  certain  privileges  to  one  George 
Handel  from  the  Emperor  Maximilian  the  Penniless.  It  was  very 
curious  and  had  been  beautiful  in  its  best  days,  I  think,  with  its 
blazoned  shield,  the  great  seal  and  gold  cord, — got  up  regardless,  in 
fact. 


Monday,  March  2,  1874. 

Miss  McKeen  told  us  Saturday  noon  we  might  begin  to  move,  and 
we  pitched  in  with  a  vengeance  I  tell  you.  The  room  is  the  one  Alice 
Hill  had,  way  off  in  that  corner,  we  shall  be  quiet  enough,  I  think; — 
still  we  will  visit  considerably.  Such  fun  as  we  had  with  our  moving, 
carrying  a  drawer  full  of  things  that  almost  broke  our  arms,  then  a 
clothes  basket  full  of  other  possessions,  back  and  forth  till  we  were 
tired  as  we  could  be.  Last  Saturday  night  I  took  off  my  red  waist  and 
dress  to  pack  away,  and  after  putting  on  my  wrapper  went  into  No.  3 
with  Lizzie  to  talk  over  the  new  room.  Miss  Palmer  was  in  the  room 
with  her  lamp  almost  before  we  knew  it,  and  I  began  as  cool  as  could 
be  to  say  that  we  were  talking  about  Lizzie’s  examination.  Then  Lizzie 
put  in  about  her  drawing  materials  and  jabbered  on  till  Miss  Palmer 
went  out  as  sweet  as  a  lamb,  without  one  word,  when  we  expected  she 
would  take  our  heads  off,  at  least.  I  guess  she  thought  she  would  let 
us  go  away  from  South  Hall  with  a  pleasant  impression.  Well,  after 
a  few  minutes  the  bell  rang,  and  we  heard  Kate  tell  Miss  Fiske  that 
he  asked  for  Miss  Chapell,  so  downstairs  I  went  and  then  up  to  Miss 
Fiske ’s  room,  where  she  put  her  nose  out  and  gave  me  a  card,  “Fred 
C.  B.”  I  have  been  crazy  to  have  him  call,  you  know,  and  the  way  I 
tore  down  stairs  and  flew  round  into  my  dress  was  a  warning  to  lag¬ 
gards.  I  had  a  very  pleasant  call  indeed,  and  found  Mr.  B.  very  jolly 
indeed,  just  as  I  expected.  , 

We  had  a  jolly  time  yesterday  to  end  off  the  term  with, — Liz¬ 
zie  and  I  went  up  to  the  trunk  room  and  visited  part  of  the  afternoon, 
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as  Birdie  was  asleep,  and  then  we  had  two  quarters  together  tonight. 
Next  term  we  shall  be  room  mates  and  will  not  need  to  use  such 
managing  to  be  wdth  each  other.  Oh,  do  you  know,  Lizzie  forgot  all 
about  the  prayer  meeting  last  night,  and  in  her  half-hour  she  un¬ 
dressed  and  put  her  hair  up  in  little  braids  all  over  her  head.  She 
looked  so  cute  and  sweet  when  we  came  home  from  Prayers,  all  cud¬ 
dled  down  in  bed. 

I  wish  you  could  see  our  room  as  I  sit  here  to  write.  Three  trunks 
in  various  stages  of  packedness,  no  pictures  on  the  walls,  one  drawer 
gone  from  my  little  bureau,  and  a  general  state  of  dustiness  over  all. 
But  tonight  I  shall  sleep  in  my  very  own  bed  again. 


Friday,  April  3,  1874. 

Here  I  am  back  again  at  school  and  with  dear  little  Lizzie  for 
my  room  mate — that  secures  me  happiness  at  the  outset.  I  am  at  Miss 
McKeen’s  table,  and  we  have  had  jolly  times  so  far.  Kate  DeForest  is 
next,  then  Lizzie  Heed,  and  opposite  are  Clara  Lindley,  Louie  Karr, 
and  Emma  Wilder.  So  you  may  think  we  have  gay  times  enough. 

The  names  for  the  Prize  Reading  were  read  tonight — there  has 
been  a  good  deal  of  excitement  about  the  affair.  I  haven’t  had  time 
to  find  whether  I  like  it  here  or  not,  but  I  have  discovered  nothing 
very  disagreeable  yet  about  the  life  at  Smith  Hall.  Our  bed  is  made 
of.Plvmouth  Rock,  I  should  judge,  from  the  hardness.  No  matter  how 
we  turn  and  twist,  we  only  land  in  a  new  place  of  misery.  But  still  we 
cannot  have  all  the  pleasure  in  this  world,  more’s  the  blessing  in  that. 
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Saturday,  April  4,  1874. 

This  morning:  I  put  up 
a  lambrequin  over  my 
window.  It  was  hard 
work,  but  I  think  it  pays 
for  my  trouble.  I  sup¬ 
pose  the  dormitory  boys 
had  a  fine  view  of  me  if 
they  were  the  kind  to 
look  out  in  this  direction. 

We  had  a  real  nice 
time  hearing  the  test 
readings  in  the  hall  this 
afternoon. 


Lizzie  helped  me  un¬ 
pack  last  night  after  nine 
o’clock.  We  brought  almost 
everything  up  in  one  basket, 
for  I  had  taken  up  an  armful 
or  so  before  that.  My  two 
pictures  were  on  top,  and  then  I  took  my 
boots  out  and  put  them  on  top  of  the 
chromo,  in  regular  school  girl  fashion, 
Lizzie  said.  But  what  difference  did  it 
make,  I  should  like  to  know. 
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Monday,  April  6,  1874. 

Yesterday  was  Easter  Sunday,  and  I  began  to  drink  my  coffee 
with  a  joyful  heart.  I  went  to  Church  with  Miss  Montague  and  Susie 
Lyman.  An  Easter  anthem  was  sung,  and  made  me  long  to  be  spend¬ 
ing  Easter  Day  in  Brooklyn  as  usual.  We  had  permission  to  go  to  the 
Episcopal  Church  once.  I  finished  my  pink  bureau  cover  tonight — 
had  some  ruffling  left,  so  made  two  sort  of  mats  for  each  side  of  the 
the  pincushion.  The  thing  looks  regardless,  I  tell  you,  and  Lizzie  seems 
to  like  it  so  much  that  I  feel  more  than  paid  for  it  already. 

Tuesday,  April  7,  1874. 

In  half-hour  we  were  all  having  a  nice  lively  time  in  the  music 
room,  dancing — squarely — like  mad,  when  Miss  McKeen  opened  the 
door  and  read  us  one  little  lecture,  about  the  exercise,  must  be  con¬ 
fined  to  the  Gym — and  the  daytime,  etc. 


Louie  Karr  stood  behind  her  as  you  see  and  made  up  all  sorts  of  faces 
and  gestures.  I  do  think  she  is  just  as  jolly  and  splendid  as  she  can  be, 
though  I  know  she  can  be  awfully  cutting  if  she  chooses.  Hattie  Aiken 
too  is  full  of  the  old  cat  if  she  wants  to  be.  She  looked  for  all  the  world 
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like  Mr.  T.  this  evening,  as  she  was  Helen  Bartlett’s  gent.  So  we  had 
a  grand  time  all  round.  Susie  Lyman  is  coming  in  to  spend  the  even¬ 
ing  with  us  here,  so  this  is  the  end  of  my  journalizing,  but  I  don't 
grudge  it  any,  you  may  be  sure.  I  do  not  see  how  we  ever  lived  over 
there  at  stupid  old  South  Hall. 

Friday,  April  10,  1874. 

Lizzie  brought  up  a  little  jingle  from  the  music  room  last  night: 

“Love’s  a  little  golden  fish, 

Wondrous  shy,  oh  wondrous  shy; 

You  may  catch  him  if  you  wish, 

But  I  have  other  fish  to  fry.” 

I  think  it  is  real  sort  of  cute,  and  true  for  some  girls,  I  suppose.  This 
afternoon  I  was  walking  on  the  piazza  with  Lizzie  Whitcomb,  when 
Mr.  Buck  asked  one  of  us  to  ride  with  him,  and  as  Lizzie  had  been 
once  already,  I  went  along.  It  was  rather  hard  at  first  to  find  some¬ 
thing  to  talk  about,  until  he  asked  me  about  the  fur  around  my  neck, — 
then  I  went  off  at  a  tangent  about  sealskins — put  in  all  the  grand 
sounding  statements  I  could, — thousands  of  skins,  so  many  shillings 
apiece,  etc.,  in  fine  style,  so  I  did  not  come  off  so  much  second  best  as 
I  had  feared. 


I  must  study  the  anatomy  of  the  noble  horse,  I  think!  My  zoology  fails 
me  there. 
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Tuesday,  April  14,  1874. 

All  yesterday  I  felt  in  my  bones  that  Alf  E.  was  coining  to  see 
me,  but  I  was  mad  all  the  time  because  I  knew  how  almost  impossible 
it  was  for  him  to  be  here.  But  about  half  past  nine  Lizzie  Aiken  came 
up  to  say  that  he  was  downstairs  and  wanted  to  see  me.  You  may  be 
sure  I  hurried  down,  for  it  was  late  then ;  and  I  only  stopped  to  prink 
a  little.  I  had  a  very  pleasant  time  indeed,  and  it  was  real  fun  to  talk 
over  the  nice  times  we  used  to  have  so  long  ago  together.  He  is  a  fine 
looking  fellow — broad  shouldered  and  burnt  as  brown  as  can  be,  and 
with  handsome  teeth.  He  said  he  had  heard  I  was  engaged,  and  offered 
congratulations,  but  I  told  him  frankly  how  the  affair  stood,  and  he  said 
he  was  glad  I  had  told  him  just,  how  it  was. 


I  could  not  draw  either  of  us  or  the  sofa  very  well,  but  I  have 
given  an  idea  of  the  state  of  affairs  at  least. 

Hattie  was  real  provoked  that  Mr.  E.  did  not  ask  for  her — it  was 
all  a  mistake,  she  said,  it  should  have  been  Hattie  Aiken  he  wanted 
instead  of  Hattie  Chapell.  The  Aikens  are  such  fine  girls,  and  it  is 
too  bad  they  are  not  coming  back  next  year.  We  four — the  old  four, 
took  a  long  walk  to  the  new  cemetery  and  brought  home  a  lot  of 
trophies — two  real  pretty  fungi  that  we  are  going  to  make  brackets  of. 
Miss  McKeen  is  away,  and  we  had  a  real  jolly  time  at  the  table  tonight 
in  consequence.  I  walked  too  far  and  am  awfully  tired,  so  shut  up 
shop,  Hattie. 
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Sunday,  April  19,  1874. 

I  don’t  want  to  write  here  one  bit,  but  I  suppose  I  shall  be  sorry 
if  I  don’t: — there  will  be  so  much  additional  to  tell  some  other  time. 
We  have  had  lively  times  here  since  Friday  afternoon — the  Har¬ 
vard  Sophs  came  up  to  give  a  grand  dramatic  entertainment  here.  Of 
course  we  all  went  in  spite  of  the  three-inch  snow — barbarous  at  this 
time  of  the  year  to  have  snow — and  we  did  have  a  jolly  time.  They 
burlesqued  “William  Tell”  and  had  a  farce,  “The  Two  Puddifoots,” 
also: — there  was  a  little  good  acting  and  more  worse,  then  so  many 
poor  jokes  and  puns  that  it  was  rather  tiresome,  but  the  music  and 
lights,  the  tinsel  and  bright  dresses,  the  powder  and  paint,  chorus  and 
grand  college  songs  were  something  to  be  enjoyed,  to  say  nothing  of 
seeing  so  many  boys  around  whom  you  did  not  know  before.  Mr.  Dick¬ 
inson,  the  society  president,  is  engaged  to  Etta  Goodridge  and  was  in 
the  Hall  yesterday  when  she  played.  I  think  it  must  have  been  real 
hard  for  her  to  do  it  before  him  and  all  of  us  girls.  One  of  the  songs, 
a  march,  was  just  splendid,  and  we  have  kept  singing  it  ever  since, — 
it  is  a  good  way  to  remember  them,  I  think.  They  serenaded  us  after¬ 
wards  and  behaved  like  asses,  some  of  them: — as  Miss  McKeen  said, 
they  seemed  utterly  destitute  of  handkerchiefs  and  stood  pleading  at 
our  hard  hearts  for  an  offering  to  aid  their  necessity.  But  it  was  fun 
enough  to  sit  up  in  our  wrappers  at  the  music  room  window  and  hear 
the  goings-on  below  without  taking  any  part  in  them.  Several  of  the 
fellows  called  on  various  girls  yesterday  morning,  which  was  quite 
out  of  the  usual  course. 

Tilly  and  I,  Lizzie  and  Wennie,  went  down  to  the  new  cemetery 
on  Tuesday  and  had  a  lovely  time,  only  I  got  fearfully  tired  with  the 
long  walk.  We  are  going  again  Wednesday  morning,  I  believe,  if  it  is 
pleasant.  It  is  perfectly  heavenly-earthly  today — so  hazy  and  dream¬ 
ful,  yet  with  just  enough  of  a  spring  breeze  in  the  air, — the  grass  only 
half  beginning  to  be  green,  and  the  birds  as  yet  only  chipping  a  few 
notes  once  in  a  while.  Lizzie  has  been  learning  the  Prelude  to  “The 
Vision  of  Sir  Launfal”  and  in  reciting  it  to  me  has  made  me  long  so 
for  the  Summer  to  come  again.  I  mean  to  have  just  a  gay  time  all  the 
next  vacation  and  to  be  with  the  girls  more  than  I  have  been  before 
for  a  long  time.  Tonight  in  the  first  half-hour  Alice  Merriam  sang 
Tennyson’s  “Too  Late”  and  some  other  lovely  things  while  we  all  lay 
or  sat  around  to  listen. 
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I  suppose  I  have  been  awfully  wicked,  for  I  drew  several  pictures 
in  my  hymn  book  this  morning  in  church  and  took  some  of  Fred’s 
letters  there  to  read  this  afternoon.  Helen  Bartlett,  Daisy  Douglas,  and 
Susie  Lyman  were  propounded  for  admission  to  the  Church  here. 

Tuesday,  April  21,  1874. 

This  afternoon  Prof.  Churchill  came  to  give  us  a  little  drill  in 
elocution.  The  whole  school  looked  so  funny  working  their  jaws  at  the 
same  moment  in  the  same  direction. 


I  sit  next  to  Ruth  Caldwell  and  Minnie  Bidwell,  and  as  a  rule, 
have  a  pretty  good  time  during  Hall  exercises,  as  our  seat  is  far  back 
in  the  hall. 

This  morning  there  was  snow  on  the  ground  again,  and  it  does 
seem  as  if  winter  was  treating  us  shabbily  enough. 
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Friday,  April  24,  1874. 

Yesterday  I  had  a  bad  headache  and  felt  dreadfully  limp  all  the 
afternoon.  Lizzie  brought  up  my  tea  and  toast  and  fixed  me  this  way 
to  eat  them. 


Snow  again  all  day  yesterday  and  all  night,  I  should  judge,  and 
the  wind  blows  so  that  we  have  not  been  out  today,  but  had  our  ser¬ 
vice  in  the  music  room.  I  visited  with  little  Abbie  Sawyer,  K(ate  Tilden, 
Sadie  Taylor,  and  Lizzie  Whitcomb  tonight.  Sadie  Taylor  has  such  a 
pretty  room,  and  she  is  so  nice  in  the  midst  of  it. 


Friday,  May  1,  1874. 

I  had  a  real  cosy,  busy  time  all  Wednesday,  but  did  not  accom¬ 
plish  all  I  wanted,  for  it  poured  the  whole  day,  and  so  I  could  not  go 
to  Indian  Ridge  as  I  intended.  In  the  afternoon  I  was  scarcely  alone 
one  minute, — just  after  dinner  my  calls  began  and  lasted  till  the  five 
o’clock  bell.  Mattie  Ripley  and  Sallie  Griggs  came — to  see  Fred’s 
picture  principally ;  Alice  Page,  Hattie  Aiken,  and  Sue  Lyman  favored 
me  also.  In  the  morning  little  Abby  Sawyer  was  writing  in  the  bath¬ 
room  while  Clara  Lindley  did  room  work.  She  tipped  over  her  ink 
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bottle,  and  up  flew  Katy  in  a  few  minutes  to  see  wliat  was  the  matter, 
for  the  ink  was  coming1  down  on  the  fresh  bread  and  clean  table  cloths. 


Just  imagine  all  that  ink  and  inky  water  trickling  down  through  the 
kitchen  ceiling  in  a  steady  stream — and  the  servants  and  Miss  Kimball 
flying  around  with  pails  and  mops. 

Monday,  May  4,  1874. 

We  have  had  real  May  weather  today, — the  warmest  yet  this  year. 
Nothing  much  happened  on  Saturday:  Miss  McKeen  was  in  Boston, 
so  we  had  jolly  times  at  our  table. 

We  had  visiting  quarters  out  doors  last  evening  for  the  first  time: 
the  girls  all  looked  so  pretty  wdth  their  cobwrebs  of  shawls  and  hoods 
among  the  bright  ribbons  in  their  hair.  Emma  Meacham  is  sitting  out 
on  the  next  stairs  reading  aloud  from  Shakespeare,  so  if  anything 
here  is  wrong,  lay  it  to  her. 
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This  morning  Louie  Karr  was  opening  her  blinds  and  knocked 
over  a  pitcher  that  was  on  the  shed,  and  it  went  rolling  off  so  comic¬ 
ally.  She  is  a  jolly  thing  and  feels  every  funny  incident  so  forcibly. 
We  get  in  a  perfect  gale  sometimes  at  table,  and  then  Philo  puts  in  with, 
“What  is  that  story,  girls?  I  did  not  quite  catch  it.”  So  there  we  are 
between  two  fires: — we  cannot  refuse  to  tell  the  story,  and  usually  it 
is  some  College  joke  that  we  do  not  care  to  have  her  know. 


Thursday,  May  7,  1874. 

Yesterday  Lizzie  hurried  up  her  room  work,  and  we  set  out  for 
Indian  Ridge  after  hepaticas.  Lizzie’s  cousin  sent  her  a  box  of  lovely, 
lovely  arbutus  from  Maine.  It  was  so  pink,  large,  fresh  and  sweet — 
what  an  adjective  string — that  my  poor  little  bouquet  was  put  out  of 
countenance  entirely.  Well,  we  met  a  drove  of  cows  and  jumped  over 
a  wall  to  get  out  of  their  way  on  the  road  to  the  Ridge.  The  bank  was 
dreadfully  slippery  where  the  pine  branches  had  been  cut,  and  we 
had  a  great  time  going  up,  but  far  worse  coming  down.  Lizzie  coasted 
down  in  brave  style,  but  I  came  in  a  way  I  fondly  imagined  would 
be  far  more  dignified ;  but  alas  for  human  expectations,  I  ran,  pitched, 
stumbled  and  slid  down,  all  on  my  feet,  however,  waving  my  hat  and 
the  basket  frantically  all  the  time.  But  to  go  back  a  little : — we  walked 
on  and  on  till  we  found  the  flowers,  and  were  beginning  our  ecstasies 
over  them,  when  along  came  two  Phils,  ready  to  be  admired  and  angled 
after  to  the  utmost  of  our  abilities.  Some  of  the  Pern  Sems  would  have 
been  only  too  glad  of  the  chance;  but  we  were  boy  proof.  I  made  a 
little  bunch  of  hepaticas  for  Miss  McKeen,  and  Lizzie  sent  some  to 
her  sister  by  the  afternoon  mail. 


Friday,  May  8,  1874. 

Lizzie  and  I  began  our  botanical  analyzing  yesterday,  and  have 
used  up  every  specimen  that  we  can  get.  She  aspires  to  206  specimens, 

as  Sallie  Griggs  had  last  year : — I  will 
not  say  how  many  I  dream  of,  lest  I  fall  too 
far  short  of  my  ideal. 


This  is  Dora  Spalding  and  Mattie  Ripley 
tipping  up  a  bench  in  the  Hall  yesterday 
afternoon. 
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Did  I  tell  you  how  we  go  to  walk  after  tea  on  pleasant  nights? 
Well,  I  will  show  you  now. 


Sunday,  May  10,  1874. 

Four  Phillipians  were  at 
the  Old  South  this  afternoon, 
and  we  had  lively  times  be¬ 
tween  watching  them  and 
keeping  ourselves  straight  in 
Philo ’s  sight.  This  is  a  picture 
of  the  four  boys  in  the  seats 
downstairs. 

I  have  had  a  right  nice 
time  visiting  tonight,  with 
Tilly,  Belle  Wilson,  Anna 
Hodges,  and  Helen  Bartlett.' 
Only  it  was  real  chilly 
toward  the  last  of  the  time, 
and  we  were  glad  to  come 
in  to  the  register  in  the  music 
room.  I  don’t  relish  this  kind 
of  weather  one  bit, — one  day 
we  swelter  in  cambrics,  and 
the  next  we  are  cuddling  each 
other  to  keep  ourselves  warm. 
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Thursday,  May  14,  1874. 

I  am  silting  here  by  my  open  window,  fanning  and  writing  at 
the  same  time,  and  doing  neither  profitably.  Belle  Wilson  says  she 
would  like  to  take  off  her  body  and  sit  in  her  soul  for  a  while,  and  we 
all  think  in  the  same  direction.  Mr.  Coit,  an  old  friend  of  Father’s  was 
installed  at  Lawrence  yesterday,  and  Lizzie  Reed,  Miss  Montague,  and 
I  went  over  there.  We  left  here  at  noon,  and  on  our  way  to  the  station 
met  Philo  and  Phebe,  looking  roseate  and  damply  limp,  as  I  have  tried 
to  represent  in  the  appended  illustration. 


Saturday,  May  16,  1874. 


The  class  of  ’72  at  Phillips  had  their  supper  here  last  night: — 
from  that  statement  you  can  judge  the  amount  of  excitement  we  have 
passed  through  here  in  Abbot  Academy.  At  midnight.  Thursday  we 
had  a  firework  serenade,  that  frightened  most  of  us  half  to  death,  and 
gave  Cornelius  work  to  clean  the  burnt  papers  from  the  grass  the  next 
morning.  Yesterday  the  weather  was  perfect,  and  somehow,  everything 
went  smoothly  with  me  all  day.  Such  an  inundation  of  fellows  as  we 
experienced  here  yesterday  in  our  afternoon  walk  you  cannot  imagine 
very  easily;  and  it  did  seem  like  living  to  see  some  grown-up  speci¬ 
mens  of  mankind  around  Andover. 
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They  clustered  as  above  around  Davis  Hall  driveway  while  we 
were  walking  after  supper,  and  acted  like  loons  with  the  girls  who 
favored  them  with  smiles.  I  believe  every  one  of  the  third  story  blinds 
was  tied  with  a  blue  necktie  yesterday  and  today,  while  all  the  girls 
had  one  color  or  another  tied  on  their  umbrellas  out  walking.  The 
French  scholars  had  a  “Soiree  Frangaise”  at  Davis  Hall  last  evening, 
and  I  imagine  the  boys  made  it  lively  outside  for  them.  After  their 
supper,  between  one  and  two  o’clock,  they  gave  us  a  splendid  serenade, 
and  sang  divinely,  the  girls  said.  We  had  laid  out  our  flannel  wrap¬ 
pers  ready  to  slip  on  when  they  began  to  warble,  but  do  you  know,  we 
slept  right  through  the  whole  affair,  only  hearing  the  last  notes  as 
they  went  off  up  the  hill.  The  girls  say  they  behaved  splendidly:  such 
an  improved  contrast  to  the  Harvard  fellows  a  little  while  ago.  So  this 
thing  is  ended,  and  this  cause  of  excitement  is  over,  until  the  regular 
nine  days  of  retrospection  are  past. 

It  rained  quite  hard  early  this  morning,  and  is  keeping  on  yet: — 
I  do  like  the  sound  of  rain  on  the  roof  and  windows: — it  gives  such  a 
cosy,  exclusive  feeling,  and  promises  such  a  private  little  season  of 
self  enjoyment.  Now  that  sounds  dreadfully  conceited,  but  you  know 
I  mean  about  the  cisterns  of  our  own  that  Miss  McKeen  teaches  us  to 
pump  full  all  the  time,  so  we  may  have  resources  of  our  own  when 
others  fail. 
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Thursday,  May  21,  1874. 

Tuesday  evening  Lizzie  and  I  went  to  South  Hall  to  tea,  and  the 
whole  family  went  to  Sunset  Rock  afterward.  We  had  a  very  pleasant 
walk  indeed,  and  the  girls  said  it  seemed  good  to  have  us  there  again. 
Yesterday,  Tilly  and  I  went  into  Boston,  and  we  had  a  gay  time,  I 
tell  you.  In  the  first  place,  while  I  was  dressing  very  leisurely,  up 
rushed  Tilly  to  say  the  coach  was  at  the  door,  as  the  train  went  ten 
minutes  earlier  than  we  thought.  But  we  rode  down  and  got  to  the 
city  all  right.  You  see,  we  did  not  either  of  us  know  a  scrap  about  the 
streets,  but  I  had  several  landmarks  to  steer  along  by,  so  we  did  not 
have  to  ask  our  way  once.  I  suppose  we  made  a  lot  of  blunders,  but  wo 
did  not  know  them  all,  so  went  ahead  in  blissful  ignorance.  There  arc. 
one  or  two  little  jokes  that  we  shall  keep  to  ourselves,  but  truly  we  did 
succeed  splendidly,  considering  our  inexperienced  youth.  It  was  fun 
enough  in  the  photographer’s.  I  thought  I  never  should  be  table  to 
straighten  my  face,  for  Tilly  got  me  in  a  regular  gale  there.  But  after 
the  business  actually  commenced,  I  was  as  sober  and  correct  as  could 
be  desired. 


Sunday,  May  24,  1874. 

The  Phillipians  had  a  prize  declamation  on  Friday  night,  and  we 
all  went  in  full  force.  The  girls  dressed  a  good  deal,  mostly,  and 
looked  fine,  I  assure  you.  We  had  a  seat  next  the  boys’  aisle  and  Wen- 
nie  and  Tilly  in  with  us,  so  we  had  a  lively  time.  The  boys  looked  spruce 
enough  in  their  white  gloves  and  buttonhole  bouquets,  and  they  be¬ 
haved  splendidly,  too.  The  speaking  was  all  better  than  I  expected,  and 
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the  award  of  prizes  quite  exciting.  We  did  not  get  home  until  about 
eleven,  and  afterward  the  boys  came  to  serenade  us.  The  award  of 
prizes  and  the  boys’  appearance  was  the  only  topic  of  conversation 
all  yesterday  morning,  and  you  may  imagine  the  wideness  of  the 
opinions  among  us. 


Wednesday,  May  27,  1874. 

I  had  a  letter  from  C.  last  night,  saying  he  was  obliged  to  give 
up  coming  to  the  reading.  I  was  so  disappointed,  for  I  had  counted  so 
very  much  on  his  coming.  So  the  grand  splash  is  over,  and  we  have  all 
had  a  good  time,  I  think.  The  girls  all  had  a  good  many  flowers  in 
bouquets,  baskets,  and  cut  blossoms.  We  had  a  real  nice  time  in  the 
halls  talking  the  whole  thing  over — the  girls  all  so  pretty  and  grace¬ 
ful  in  their  light  dresses  and  fancy  coats,  with  the  pretty  laces,  gloves, 
and  flowers  around  also.  I  shall  not  say  a  word  about  anyone  separate¬ 
ly,  for  they  all  did  splendidly. 


You  see  I  have  drawn  a  representation  of  the  presenting  of  the  bouquets 
at  the  end  of  each  piece.  We  had  a  gay  time  in  Emma  Meacham’s  and 
Lizzie  Reed’s  room  this  morning  fixing  boxes  of  flowers  for  their  mothers, 
and  then  later  in  our  analyzing,  for  we  made  a  perfect  harvest  for  our 
Botany  list.  I  do  think  most  of  our  girls  are  the  kindest  and  most  con¬ 
siderate  I  ever  knew — they  are  so  heartily  interested  in  one’s  affairs. 
Anyway,  it’s  a  splendid  school. 
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Sunday,  May  31,  1874. 

We  were  excused  from  compo.  work  this  week  if  we  would  spend 
the  time  gathering  and  arranging  flowers  for  Decoration  Day,  so  though 
Lizzie  was  going  home  at  half  past  five,  I  had  to  go  away  from  her 
after  those  old  flowers.  We  went  through  such  dusty  roads,  wet  cushiony 
meadows  and  over  such  toppling  stone  walls  that  I  was  quite  disgusted 
with  patriotic  self-sacrifice.  I  made  a  large  cross  of  apple  blossoms  Fri¬ 
day  evening,  and  yesterday  wre  had  leave  to  enter  rooms  till  after  the 
procession  had  been  around.  Some  of  us  were  in  the  wash  room  arrang¬ 
ing  the  flowers  most  of  the  morning,  and  had  real  fun  there.  Then  we 
all  went  out  under  the  flag  draped  across  the  front  path  in  front  of  the 
Academy,  and  sat  around  until  our  noble  heroes  came  along,  and  up 
on  the  sidewalk  after  our  flowery  offerings.  Then  there  was  a  rush  down 
the  steps,  a  thrust  of  flowers  at  a  man,  and  a  race  back  to  our  own 
level  again. 


I  have  tried  to  draw  the  scene,  but  it  is  rather  a  complicated  affair, 
and  I  am  glad  it  is  accomplished  even  so  poorly. 

Walked  with  Wennie  this  afternoon — it  seemed  like  the  old  Satur¬ 
days  when  we  were  room  mates.  In  the  Hall  this  afternoon  Miss  Mc- 
Keen  sent  out  pencils  and  paper,  and  asked  ten  questions  about  being 
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introduced  to,  walking  with,  making  signs,  riding,  corresponding,  with 
Phillipians,  then  about  keeping  the  study  hour  in  the  music  room — 
all  of  which  we  answered  in  writing.  You  may  imagine  that  some  of  the 
girls  were  considerably  frightened,  for  the  flirting  has  been  worse  than 
usual  this  term. 

Saturday,  June  6,  1874. 

It  has  been  very  warm  here  this  afternoon,  and  I  am  afraid  we 
shall  suffer  tomorrow.  The  worms  are  around  in  full  force,  the  girls  say, 
and  I  almost  dread  to  walk  out,  for  there  is  no  place  free  from  them. 
I  think  just  as  soon  as  the  mud  is  gone  these  creatures  come  to  trouble 
us  afresh.  But  I  shall  enjoy  home  all  the  more,  I  know,  after  this. 

Thursday,  June  11,  1874. 

It  stormed  so  tonight  that  we  had  half-hours  right  after  tea,  and 
frolicked  the  rest  of  the  evening  until  bed  time.  A  lot  of  us  were  down 
in  Marion’s  room  having  a  jolly  talk  for  some  time. 


This  is  the  way  Marion,  Mattie  Ripley,  Lizzie  Whitcomb,  my  Lizzie  and 
myself  lay  around  in  the  room  for  an  hour  or  more, — only  poor  little 
Lizzie  is  dreadfully  condensed  here. 
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Sunday,  June  14,  1874. 

Friday  night  was  the  Philo  exhibition,  to  which  most  of  us  went 
in  fine  rigging.  It  was  all  real  nice  and  I  was  most  agreeably  surprised 
at  the  performance.  The  colloquy  was  real  good  without  being  silly  or 
improper  at  all. 


This  is  little  W.  making  his  bow  to  the  public  at  his  speech,  and 
another  fellow  peeking  out  behind  the  green  curtain. 

Wednesday,  June  17,  1874. 

You  know  my  lace  sack  was  too  large,  so  yesterday  I  was  advised 
to  go  and  change  it  for  a  smaller  one.  I  intended  to  go  in  the  city  today, 
but  it  is  some  holiday,  so  the  stores  would  be  closed.  I  could  not  go  at 
four  o’clock  yesterday,  as  the  stores  close  at  five,  so  I  got  permission 
to  go  at  noon  yesterday.  I  got  on  nicely  in  every  respect,  did  not  get 
overheated,  took  things  coolly,  and  prospered  well. 

We  had  lively  times  here  last  night,  as  the  Senior  Phils  had  their 
party,  and  the  girls  splurged  well  in  their  finery.  The  Seniors  were 
invited  to  a  grand  picnic  at  Hagge'tt’s  Pond  today,  but  as  it  rained  this 
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morning  it  is  postponed  till  this  evening  after  tea,  and  I  think  it  will 
be  pleasant  then  from  the  sky  now.  We  were  down  on  the  back  piazza 
for  some  time  this  afternoon  with  Hatty  Aiken,  Kate  DeFores't,  and 
the  Seniors  who  had  been  making  sandwiches  in  the  kitchen. 

We  ate  np  the  extra  sandwiches  that  the  girls  did  not  want  to  take 
to  the  picnic,  which,  by  the  way,  they  are  to  have  in  Mrs.  Andrews’ 
parlor. 

Friday,  June  19,  1874. 

The  Courants  are  out  for  this  term,  and  I  do  not  think  they  are 
as  good  as  last  year  ’s.  But  still,  it  is  quite  sensible,  and  there  are  not 
many  things  to  criticise. 

Monday,  June  22,  1874. 

We  had  such  a  laugh  tonight  over  what  follows.  The  Society  of 
Inquiry  at  Phillips  had  their  anniversary  last  eve.  and  one  of  the  boys 
came  down  to  ask  if  the  Seniors  might  go  up  there.  Miss  McKeen  said, 
“No,  she  did  not  approve  of  ushers,  with  white  kids  and  buttonhole 
bouquets  on  Sunday  night,”  etc.  Whereupon  Miss  Phebe  put  in,  “Well, 
you  might  make  an  exception  in  this  case  and  have  them  wear  black 
gloves.  ’  ’  I  should  have  thought  Philo  would  have  been  so  mad,  but  wasn ’t 
it  bright  and  well  put  in  of  Miss  Phebe  ? 

Wednesday,  June  24,  1874. 

Miss  McKeen  came  to  see  about  our  next  term’s  room  last  night, 
and  I  will  draw  the  scene  here. 


I  shall  have  another  picture  to  draw  tonight,  for  we  are  to  have 
tea  in  the  grove  tonight  for  a  change. 
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Later: — You  see  I  have  illustrated  our  repast  a  little, — only  Prof, 
and  little  Don  Churchill,  Miss  McKeen  and  Miss  Phebe.. 


Friday,  June  26,  1874. 

We  went  marching  down  to  the  church  this  afternoon,  to  get  ar¬ 
ranged  for  the  grand  splash  at  the  anniversary.  It  was  rather  odd,  with 
Pa  Downs  and  Miss  McKeen  in  one  gallery,  Mrs.  D.  and  a  friend  in 
the  other,  the  singing  class  in  the  organ  seats,  and  the  rest  of  us  strag¬ 
gling  along  in  the  lower  pews.  But  after  an  hour  or  more  the  whole 
thing  was  over,  and  satisfactorily  managed,  so  we  were  sent  home. 
Walked  with  Emily  Clymer  tonight,  and  had  a  real  nice  time,  in  spite 
of  the  rain.  Did  I  tell  you  that  the  Seniors  had  their  prophecy  last 
Tuesday  night,  got  themselves  up  regardless  as  to  dress,  had  cream  and 
strawberries,  fancy  cake  and  lemonade  for  the  toasts?  We  had  each  a 
plate  full  from  Lizzie  Reed  and  Clara  Potter,  and  it  did  seem  quite 
like  luxury  once  more. 
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Sunday,  June  28,  1874. 

This  is  a  funny  day,  not  one  bit  like  our  usual  Sunday,  for  there 
are  lo'ts  of  old  girls  here,  and  it  does  seem  so  pleasant  to  see  how  glad 
the  teachers  and  girls  are  to  have  them  back  among  us  here.  It  is  very 
warm  here  today,  but  we  were  in  a  certain  degree  prepared  for  the  heat. 
My  little  trunk  came  last  night  with  my  white  dress,  which  is  just  as 
pretty  as  it  can  be,  with  all  its  fluffy,  crisp  ruffles  and  puffs.  Lizzie’s 
dress  came  also,  a  real  lovely  silk,  that  looks  just  like  her  for  all  the 
world.  We  are  in  such  a  mixed  state  during  these  days  of  busy  life,  and 
I  for  one  am  preparing  for  three  exams  tomorrow  and  one  on  Tuesday. 
So  I  am  full  of  thoughts  enough,  you  may  imagine. 


Saturday,  July  4,  1874. 

I  must  celebrate  the  Fourth,  so  here  goes.  We  had  a  fine  time  all 
through  “the  concluding  exercises  of  Abbot  Academy,”  and  did  not 
mind  if  we  did  get  very  tired  at  the  end.  Emma  Wilder’s  brother  I  saw 
more  than  anybody  among  the  guests,  and  found  him  very  pleasant, 
but  quite  conceited  also.  Lizzie  and  I  left  Andover  at  twenty  min.  of 
eight,  on  Thursday  morning  and  got  to  Auburndale  about  ten  o’clock. 
One  odd  little  joke  came  as  we  were  parting.  Lizzie  Goddard  was  weep¬ 
ing  upstairs  when  the  coach  came,  and  after  we  were  all  in  our  seats, 
someone  asked  Mr.  G.  where  Lizzie  was?  “Oh”,  he  said,  “she’s  coming 
by  water.”  I  did  think  it  was  about  as  cute  as  anything  I  had  heard 
that  week. 
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Saturday,  Sept.  12,  1874. 

Back  at  Andover,  with  Gertie  Black  for  my  room  mate,  as  Lizzie 
could  not  come  back  for  this  term.  She  must  come  next  term.  I  cannot 
let  her  drift  away  from  me  after  so  short  a  time  of  dear  friendship. 

Saturday,  Sept.  19,  1874. 

The  other  evening  Jessie  Cole  and  I  threw  our  lovers’  photographs 
along  the  corridor  for  each  other  to  see,  and  then  we  talked  a  long  time 
about  them. 


Wednesday,  September  23,  1874. 

Gertie,  Miss  Needham  and  I  went  three  miles  to  Prospect  Hill  this 
afternoon.  I  am  pretty  tired,  but  glad  I  have  been,  after  all.  It  was 
perfectly  lovely  from  there,  Monadnock  and  Wachuset  way  off  and 
smaller  mountains  nearer. 


Sunday,  September  27,  1874. 

I  had  a  real  good  time  visiting  tonight,  last  of  all  with  Etta  Good- 
ridge, — I  do  like  her  so  much.  Now  I  am  sitting  here  in  my  half-hour, 
and  the  girls  down  on  the  piazza  are  singing  some  of  our  pretty  new 
tunes. 
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morning. 

What  a  medley  this  book  is. 


Sunday,  October  4,  1874. 

We  have  the  nicest  times  at  our  end  of  the  table: — Meachie,  Hatty 
Aiken,  Pip  Piper,  Hattie  Needham,  Dora  Moody,  Julia  Barnard,  and 
I.  One  day  we  each  described  what  kind  of  old  ladies  we  would  all 
make,  and  how  we  would  tell  our  children  about  Andover  and  the  girls 
at  our  table.  We  have  read  Prudence  Palfrey,  naming  the  characters 
and  making  me  Prue.  Now  we  are  at  work  on  Pickwick  Papers  till  we 
get  something  else.  I  am  enjoying  this  term  more  than  I  hoped  I  should, 
for  I  am  not  much  in  my  room,  and  the  table  talk  is  so  pleasant.  Darling 

little  Lizzie  is  perhaps  coming 
back  next  term.  I  went  there 
last  Tuesday,  and  had  a  right 
cosy,  pleasant  time  with  her, 
resting,  talking,  and  eating  real 
things  again. 

Floie  Swan  has  the  cutest 
little  gymnasium  suit  I  ever 
saw, — scarlet  petticoat,  gray 
overskirt,  and  other  little  things 
to  match, — this  way. 
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My  mother  has  been  to  Rutland  Vt.  to  attend  the  American  Board 
meeting;  from  her  letter  I  think  she  has  been  having  a  splendid  time. 
I  am  so  glad  she  went,  for  it  will  do  her  a  world  of  good  to  have  a 
change  for  a  while. 

Friday,  October  23,  1874. 

Fred  sent  me  a  real  nice  box  on  Tuesday  night,  and  another  came 
from  Mother,  Wednesday  evening;  so  I  was  in  luck  for  once.  Mother 
sent  an  elaborate  affair — pigeons,  ham,  cakes,  jelly,  etc. — so  Miss  Mc- 
Keen  let  me  have  a  small  spread  yesterday  for  breakfast.  We  had  our 
repast  half  an  hour  late,  and  I  for  one  enjoyed  it.  There  were  Marion 
and  Sallie,  Jessie  and  Lizzie  Chadbourne,  Tilly,  Gertie,  and  myself. 

Sunday,  October  25,  1874. 

There  was  a  total  moon  eclipse  last  night  or  this  A.  M.  at  two 
o’clock.  We  could  not  look  up  easily,  so  brought  our  pillows  down 
on  the  floor  and  lay  there  an  hour  or  so,  looking  all  the  time  and 
having  an  easy  time  also. 


52 


The  Journal  of  an  Abbot  Academy  Girl 


Sarah  Fiske’s  father  sent  six  barrels  of 
apples  for  us,  and  this  is  the  way  we  rushed 
up  and  down  stairs  to  fill  our  baskets  and 
anything  else  we  could  find. 

January  25,  1875. 
The  paper  said  today  that 
Charles  Kingsley 
of  England  is 
dead.  He  lectured 
here  last  Winter 


and  took  us  all  by  storm,  he  was  so  genial  and  hearty  and  seemed  so 
gratified  and  pleased  with  the  place  and  his  audience,  that  I  think  I 
never  enjoyed  a  lecture  more  heartily,  long  as  it  was.  I  am  right  glad 
I  have  heard  him,  and  I  must  read  some  of  his  books,  I  think. 

Thursday,  April  22,  1875. 

It  is  a  long  time  since  I  wrote  here,  but  really  there  has  been  noth- 
ing  eventful  enough  to  put  down.  I  have  been  home  for  a  dear,  quiet 
vacation  and  am  back  here  again  for  what  I  hope  is  my  final  experience 
of  A.  Academy.  There  is  some  prospect  now  that  Lizzie  and  I  might 
be  in  Brooklyn  next  winter.  I  can’t  tell  from  one  day  to  another  whether 
I  want  to  come  back  and  graduate  or  not,  and  anyway  I  am  not  going 
to  worry  about  it  yet. 


October  14,  1875 

Here  I  am,  a  Senior  in  A.  A,  and  enjoying  it  heartily  too.  I  am 
more  glad  every  day  that  I  came  back  for  this  last  year.  The  class  is  so 
nice,  teachers  and  every  one  so  pleasant  and  considerate,  and  indeed 
everything  is  agreeable. 
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Wednesday,  June  7,  1876. 

My  poor  old  book  has  been  locked  away  in  my  trunk  for  a  long 
time  and  deserves  to  be  told  some  news  today.  Where  to  begin  I  don’t 
know.  Here  I  am  in  three  weeks  to  leave  school  forever.  You  cannot 
think  how  busy  we  all  are — every  minute  is  full  of  work,  and  it  does  seem 
as  if  there  never  again  would  be  a  day  with  nothing  to  do.  I  am  very 
tired  as  a  whole,  but  do  not  seem  to  feel  it  very  much  after  all,  for  I 
am  very  well  and  spend  all  the  spare  time  I  have  out  doors.  It  certainly 
never  was  so  lovely  here  any  spring  before  ;  and  the  whole  world  seems 
very  beautiful  and  right  from  God’s  good  hand. 

Mother  is  coming  on  Saturday,  June  24th,  to  stay  at  Mrs.  Wilson’s. 
Fred  may  come  the  same  time,  for  I  do  not  graduate  but  once,  and 
they  had  better  make  the  most  of  it. 

Sunday,  August  6,  1876. 

Here  I  am  safe  at  home  after  the  vast  whirl  of  graduation.  My 
strength  and  temper  had  about  given  out,  and  for  many  reasons  I  was 
truly  glad  to  get  away: — then  it  does  seem  as  if  I  never  had  such  a 
lovely  home  to  come  to,  and  as  if  everybody  were  more  kind  than  ever 
before. 

Mol  her,  the  children,  and  Fred  came  to  Andover  on  Saturday,  and 
Lizzie  Abbott  on  Tuesday,  so  I  had  all  whom  I  really  cared  most  for 
with  me  at  the  time.  We  had  a  beautiful  Baccalaureate  sermon  from 
Prof.  Barbour  of  Bangor,  about  “Christ  among  the  Parting  Disciples.  ” 

The  examinations  passed  off  well,  Butler  especially,  for  not  one  of 
us  failed,  and  all  the  school  seemed  so  glad  and  proud  of  us  that  our 
pleasure  was  doubled  and  we  were  more  than  paid  for  our  hard  work. 
June  28  was  fair  and  bright,  not  too  warm  for  comfort,  our  dresses 
were  very  pretty — mine  had  the  longest  train  and  looked  very  well  in 
my  opinion, — the  essays  and  readings  at  the  Acadmy  passed  off  nicely, 
and  we  got  safely  down  to  church.  There  we  had  a  jolly,  refreshing 
address,  yet  at  the  same  time  earnest  and  thoughtful,  from  Mr.  Newton, 
sang  our  dear  class  hymn,  received  our  diplomas,  cried  through  the 
closing  prayer,  and  all  felt  that  school  days  were  over  forever  to  us. 
After  dinner  was  our  vine  planting,  with  Sallie’s  pretty  history  of  our 
doings,  when  we  stood  together,  perhaps  for  the  very  last  time  on  earth. 

I  had  little  Lizzie  to  help  me  and  so  was  ready  to  come  away  on 
Thursday  noon,  and  had  a  jolly  journey  home  the  same  evening.  I  have 
been  resting  as  hard  as  I  could  and  trying  not  to  think  that  school  is 
done  for  me,  for  I  shall  find  plenty  to  do  here,  and  no  one’s  dear  school 
days  can  last  forever. 


WHO’S  WHO  IN  THE  JOURNAL 

^Lizzie  Abbott,  Mrs.  Walter  Ballentine,  d.  1913. 

*Emma  Abrams,  Miss  Mary  E.  Abrams,  d.  1878. 

*Lizzie  Aiken,  Mrs.  Albert  M.  Gleason,  d.  1917. 

Hattie  Aiken,  Miss  Harriet  L.  Aiken,  Indian  Orchard,  Mass. 

Sadie  Baker,  Mrs.  John  H.  Moor,  Concord,  Mass. 

Julia  Barnard,  Miss  Julia  Barnard,  Bucksport,  Me. 

Helen  Bartlett,  Miss  Helen  Bartlett,  Chicago,  Ill. 

*Minnie  Bidwell,  Mrs.  William  C.  Bedford,  d.  1921. 

Birdie,  Sarah  W.  Bird,  Mrs.  Charles  N.  Harris,  Winchester,  Mass. 
Gertie  Black,  Mrs.  Arthur  P.  Mason,  Fitchburg,  Mass. 

Kate  Buss,  Mrs.  Horace  H.  Tver,  Andover,  Mass. 

Ruth  Caldwell,  Mrs.  Allen  M.  Brewster,  Newburyport,  Mass. 

Lizzie  Chadbourne,  Miss  Elizabeth  M.  Chadbourne,  New  York  City. 
*Prof.  Churchill,  Rev.  John  Wesley  Churchill,  D.  D.,  d.  1900. 

*  Emily  Clymer,  Miss  Emily  S.  Clymer,  d.  1903. 

*  Jessie  Cole,  Mrs.  Charles  P>.  F.  Pease,  d.  1923. 

*Lizziana  Creighton,  Mrs.  Alger  W.  French,  d.  1888. 

Kate  DeForest,  Miss  Kate  DeForest,  Paris,  France. 

*Daisy  Douglass,  Mary  L.  Douglas,  Mrs.  Henry  B.  F.  MacFarland, 
d.  1923. 

*Pa  Downs — Prof.  Samuel  M.  Downs,  Teacher  of  Music  1860-1907, d.  1909. 
^Marion  Dwight,  Mrs.  William  I.  Walker,  d.  1917. 

Grace  Ely,  Mrs.  Ernest  C.  Richardson,  Princeton,  N.  J. 

Miss  Fiske,  Miss  Katy  Fiske,  Assistant  at  South  Hall,  1874. 

Sarah  Fiske,  Miss  Sarah  L.  Fiske,  Hartford,  Ct. 

Carrie  Flagg,  Mrs.  Charles  F.  Emerson,  Hanover,  N.  H. 

*Fred,  Mr.  Frederick  S.  Newcomb,  whom  Harriet  Chapell  married  in 
1877,  d.  1919. 

*Lizzie  Goddard,  Mrs.  Daniel  A.  Heald,  d.  1909. 

Etta  Goodridge,  Mrs.  Charles  A.  Dickinson,  Corona,  Calif. 

*Emma  Gordon,  Mrs.  Andrew  H.  Fuller,  d.  1905. 

Marne  Green,  Miss  Mary  Wendell  Green,  Newton  Center,  Mass. 

% 

Sallie  Griggs,  Mrs.  Henry  S.  Knight,  Holden,  Mass. 

Alice  Hill,  Miss  Alice  N.  Hill,  Boston. 

*Anna  Hodges,  Mrs.  Claude  Wilson,  d.  1912. 

Louie  Karr,  Miss  Mary  L.  Karr,  Boston. 

*011ie  Kendall,  Miss  Olive  N.  Kendall,  d.  1909. 

Kate  Killam,  Mrs.  Edward  E.  Pearl,  West  Boxford,  Mass. 
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*Miss  Kimball,  Miss  Angelina  Kimball,  Matron,  Smith  Hall,  d.  1909. 

Clara  Lindley,  Mrs.  Edward  N.  Field,  from  Natal,  So.  Africa. 

*Susie  Lyman,  Miss  Susanna  W.  S.  Lyman,  d.  1892. 

*Miss  McKeen,  Miss  Philena  McKeen,  Principal  1859-1892,  d.  1898. 
*Emma  Meaeham,  Mrs.  William  H.  Davis,  d.  1923. 

*  Alice  Merriam,  Mrs.  Charles  Moore,  d.  1890.  •  /  9  / 

Miss  Montague,  Mrs.  William  W.  Brown,  Portland,  Me. 

Dora  Moody,  Miss  Eudora  I.  Moody,  Hudson,  Mass. 

Alice  Page,  Mrs.  Ezra  B.  Vining,  Chicago,  Ill. 

*Miss  Paige,  Mrs.  Charles  N.  Flanders,  d.  1917. 

*Miss  Palmer,  Mrs.  Amzi  Babbitt  Lyon,  d.  1914. 

*Miss  Phebe,  Miss  Phebe  F.  McKeen,  sister  of  Principal,  d.  1880. 
*Philo,  (see  Miss  McKeen). 

*Pip  Piper,  Kate  N.  Piper,  Mrs.  Charles  A.  Williams,  d.  1885. 
*Clara  Potter,  Mrs.  Charles  C.  Hopkins,  d.  1925. 

Lizzie  Reed,  Mrs.  George  L.  Brownell,  Worcester,  Mass. 

Josie  Richards,  Mrs.  Moses  Clement  Gile,  Colorado  Springs,  Colo. 
Mattie  Ripley ,  Mrs.  Francis  C.  Faulkner,  Keene,  N.  H. 

*Abby  Sawyer,  Miss  Abby  A.  Sawyer,  d.  1901. 

*Jennie  Smart,  Mrs.  Charles  N.  Hoyt,  d.  1880. 

Dora  Spaulding,  Miss  Dora  N.  Spaulding,  Boston. 

Floie  Swan,  Miss  Florence  W.  Swan,  Portland,  Me. 

*Sadie  Taylor,  Mrs.  William  C.  Rix,  d.  1919. 

Kate  Tilden,  Miss  Kate  L.  Tilden,  Keene,  N.  H. 

^Minnie  Tilton  (Tilly),  Miss  Mary  Balch  Tilton,  d.  1892. 

Emmie  Trull,  Mrs.  Joseph  K.  Ewer,  Winchester,  Mass. 

*Mrs.  Watson,  Mrs.  Susan  Watson,  Matron  at  South  Hall,  d.  1905. 
Wennie,  (see  Marne  Green). 

Lizzie  Whitcomb,  Mrs.  Samuel  W.  Adriance,  Winchester,  Mass. 
Emma  Wilder,  Mrs.  George  H.  Gutterson,  Cambridge,  Mass. 

Belle  Wilson,  Mrs.  James  H.  Pettee,  Tokio,  Japan. 


*Deceased. 
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